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Chapter One
 
 
 
Did he cheat? 
The circumstantial evidence was strong, sure. But was it truly adultery if you had absolutely no memory of the deed itself? 
What Noah Delmar did know was that he awoke in the small hours of that particular Sunday morning, naked, slumped in the shower with the water streaming down all over him, the skin on his fingers and toes all shriveled up like he’d been soaking for ages. 
When he’d hauled himself up out of the shower and grabbed an over-small, over-starched white hotel towel to clutch around his waist, he’d emerged into a bathroom that was not his own—featuring toiletries clustered around the sink that were not his. Out of the bathroom, the room had looked uncannily similar to his—but the clutter was not his, the clothes on the hanging rail in the closet were not his, the suitcases were not his.
The blonde sprawled half-naked over the bed was definitely not his.
Damn.
She was gorgeous, whoever she was. Lying in the fetal position, she was still wearing a bridesmaid’s dress—but quite clearly nothing else, at least below the waist. If Noah had been a single man he’d have felt elated, proud, victorious. Instead, he felt only shame, fear, pain.
How could he have slept with another woman? He wasn’t that kind of guy. Really. Sure, five years of marriage had seen sex with Adrienne settle into a comfortably familiar routine, but it was still good. And even if it wasn’t, he loved his wife more than life itself, he couldn’t conceive of causing her pain, of letting her down, of being that kind of bastard husband.
And yet here he was, alone in a room with a blonde whose pussy was shaven like you see in magazines, or in porn clips on the Internet, not in real life. 
Jesus. Had they really done it? How could they possibly have, if he had absolutely no memory of it? He felt vaguely sick, the nausea keeping his body from fully responding to the erotic sight of the sleeping bridesmaid. His unsettled stomach was testimony to his sense that it was extremely possible that something had happened, even if he wasn’t that kind of guy. The shower had taken away any kind of evidence that he’d just slept with someone. 
It seemed to take a few moments for the panic to override the desperation and fear that had rendered him temporarily immobile. 
Released, Noah took a step toward the bed, peering at her to ascertain whether the blonde was, indeed, completely asleep. Her breathing, her firmly closed eyes suggested she was. Mildly impressed at how silent he could be, he scouted around the room to locate and gather his clothes. No signs of contraceptive use, which could mean the adultery had been unsafe, as well as unwise.
His clothes had been heaped on the armchair in the corner of the room, rather than strewn around the bed, or in a pathway from the door to the bed. He hoped desperately that this might mean there was no drunken passion between himself and the blonde. Perhaps he’d shared a cab with her back to the hotel and merely collapsed into bed without the energy to get to his own room? But then, why the late-night attempt at a shower?
He dressed silently, perched on the edge of that armchair. Almost got away, too, except that he lifted up his pants and all the loose change fell out of the pocket, landing on the floor with an alarming jangle.
The blonde stirred, lifted her head from the pillows. Her hair was all over the place, and her make-up too, but she was pretty. He didn’t recognize her, even if she was a bridesmaid. He hadn’t been checking out the women at the wedding, he’d spent most of the time drinking with just about the only two guys he knew at the ceremony, and they were all married.
His stomach sank a little further as her eyes apparently came into focus, and she saw him sitting there.
‘Hey,’ she, maybe even still half asleep.
‘Hey,’ he said, still hoping she might go back to sleep.
‘Did we…’ she said, and his heart leapt at the idea that if she couldn’t remember anything happening, chances were better that it didn’t.
‘I don’t think so.’ 
He said it as confidently as he could, as though it might set the story in stone from this day forth if she believed it too.
The blonde smiled, and lifted one knee. He could see her pussy again, and had to work to keep his eyes from being dragged straight to it. ‘Everyone will think we did,’ she said. ‘So you know…’
She stroked one foot down the smooth, shapely calf of her other leg, entirely unselfconscious about being naked in front of him, other than the dress that rode up so high he could almost see her navel. If you had a body like that, you could be entirely unselfconscious, he figured. What was she, 24, 25?
‘They probably won’t,’ he said firmly, attempting a polite smile, though his insides felt like they were being shredded at the hint she was giving him that news of their encounter was already out there.
Propping herself up on one elbow, now she started touching herself. He thought at first she must have an itch between her legs… and then realized she had that kind of itch between her legs. God. She was maybe five, six years younger than him and made him believe quite firmly that the younger generations were experiencing an entirely different kind of sex to his own.
‘They will,’ she said. ‘So you know… we might as well anyway…’
But he was on his feet, mumbling a quick, ‘I’m sorry,’ as he went by, not even stopping to put on his shoes—just grabbing them and his suit jacket, to escape as quickly as he could. He finished dressing in the elevator, found his room and threw his belongings back into the suitcase before he could start to feel nauseous about the perfect state of a bed that had not been slept in.
Even managed to switch to an earlier flight when he got to the airport, but it wasn’t a fast enough escape.
 
 
*
 
 
Adrienne was there to meet him at Logan Airport, complete with horrified expression, and the first thing out of her mouth when she saw him was a sharp: ‘How could you do such a thing?’
There was just no point in denying that something had happened. As the blonde had predicted, everyone had made up their mind that it had, from the drunken brunette who had somehow spotted him stumbling out of the blonde’s room in a state of half-undress—or at least, without shoes and a jacket on—to the ranks of Adrienne’s college girlfriends who lit up social media with their judgment and scorn, offering pity and comfort to Adrienne, while no doubt concealing their private glee at her difficulties.
Adrienne’s anger had been intense, all the way down the Mass Pike to Worcester, and their little two-up, two-down house in a tree-lined suburb. He’d only managed to soften a few of the edges by pleading alcohol-driven stupidity, by insisting that he really couldn’t remember what had happened, from the closing stages of the wedding to waking up crumpled in that shower.
His head was spinning, and it wasn’t because he had any kind of hangover. That whole drive home from the airport, he looked at his disgusted wife and felt sure she would end things, walk away from him, flick the switch on the rest of their lives together. 
Noah’s every ounce of energy swung into damage limitation mode, into crisis management.
‘I do love, you, Addie, more than anything…’
But there was only so much fire you could fight with a water pistol. 
Addie’s rage progressed to acute sorrow by the end of the journey home, and when she screamed at him that, ‘You don’t know how I feel, you couldn’t possibly know how I feel… you don’t know what it’s like to have your heart torn out…’ she showed him what could be worse than the anger she hurled at him—floods of her tears. 
There was nothing he could say to even slow her sobs— because he was the sole cause. At home, she shut herself away from him in the bedroom, crying. He made her food, and it went uneaten. He pleaded with her to at least talk to him. She didn’t, not for a long while. When the hunger or the thirst became too much, she walked out of the house and drove away in her little Nissan. 
And after the tears came the silence. She decided, it seemed, that since she was the wronged party in all this, she shouldn’t be the one denied access to the house. She finally came out of the bedroom, she started making use of the kitchen for food, she even slumped on the couch to watch TV while he was in the room—but she wasn’t talking to him. She ignored him, treated him as though he wasn’t there. He was a ghost to her.
At night, he slept on the couch, if sleep was really the word. He couldn’t get much sleep, with the pain that constantly racked his body and mind, the shame. 
Things were so frosty between them that Noah ended up fleeing the house to find sustenance in the mall, to spend time at the movie theater, or even a bar. Looking like some social reject, no doubt. He kept away from social media—he could imagine how his presence would go down on Facebook after what had happened. He even refrained from calling family—his voicemail filled with surprised and then angry messages from his parents, his siblings, no doubt after they’d found out what he’d apparently gone and done.
Noah avoided their calls, for a long while.
His first step had to be to get Adrienne to talk to him again. Yet the longer she shunned him, the harder it seemed to break the ice between them. And the longer that the two of them kept apart, the stronger and stronger came the dark feeling that their relationship was no longer salvageable. 
He started to contemplate the ‘d’ word—the end of their marriage, the death knell for life as he knew it, his future, everything. Was that really where this was headed? Noah spent time he wasn’t at work looking for answers—could they get professional help to cope with the enormity of the chasm that his apparent infidelity had opened up in their marriage? 
Finally, after many, many sleepless nights, Noah finally confronted her and forced her to listen to his abject apology, to his acknowledgement of the pain he’d caused her, and his promise to rectify things. To his suggestion of marriage counseling, therapy, whatever course of action they could take to get through this.
‘What do you want, Adrienne?’ he asked her, there on his knees in front of her. ‘I don’t understand what I can do to please you. I can’t go back in time...’
‘No, you can’t,’ she said, and it was the first time he’d heard her speak in such a long while.
‘Do you want me to leave?’ he asked her. ‘I’ll get a hotel room. Sort out my things. Get out of your life.’ 
The words shocked him. Even if separation was only temporary, it seemed such a devastating move, the next step to sure-fire divorce.
‘Is that what you want to do?’ she asked him, and suddenly her hardened icy facade was breaking down into a quivering, red-eyed vulnerability—and he saw that she was perhaps as frightened of the finality of separation and divorce as he was. So why didn’t she just give him a break and forgive him? Or even just agree to move on, to try to work on accepting his apology?
‘Of course not,’ he said. ‘I’d do anything to stay. To show you how sorry I am. To make things right between us.’
‘I just.. I just need time, that’s all,’ she said. ‘I don’t understand why you did what you did—why you felt you needed to...’
‘I was drunk...’ he protested, but as unfair as it was, the look in her eyes warned him sharply that his attempts at defending his actions were not appropriate.
‘I feel... betrayed,’ she said quietly. ‘I know you’re trying to understand what it did to me... but you just can’t... fully appreciate it unless it happens to you. I love you. I promised my life to you—and I thought you promised your life to me...’
‘I did...’ he insisted. Deep inside, he felt a little nugget of pure injustice—she wasn’t giving him any way out of this, she wasn’t allowing him any solution, any possibility of rehabilitation. She seemed determined to hold on to the pain and never stop throwing it back in his face.
‘Maybe we do need... therapy... or something,’ she said in that small, frightened voice. Surprising him with the possibility that she would allow this as their way forward. 
‘Maybe,’ he agreed, trying to sound penitent, rather than hopeful or optimistic. 
‘Maybe it’ll help you truly understand exactly how I feel about this,’ she said, but there was such a huge element of doubt in her voice.
What good was therapy if she went into it in such a pessimistic manner?
Noah felt frustrated, almost annoyed by her ownership on all the hurt, her apparent embrace of victimhood. What did she want? What would make her stop all this, make her give him a chance. How could he turn all this around, to even the score, to take on his own share of the hurt?
He sighed. ‘Maybe I need to know exactly how you feel,’ he said. ‘Maybe nothing less will be good enough—even if we go to all the therapists in the city.’
She raised an eyebrow. What was he talking about? He hardly knew himself. An idea was forming in his head, but it was only really a vague idea. He wasn’t sure of it even himself.
‘What are you saying?’ she asked him.
What was he saying? How could he possibly come to feel the same sense of betrayal that she felt after his night with the blonde? 
‘I’m saying, maybe... I need to feel just what you do... You need to do to me exactly what I did to you...’
‘What on Earth—?’ 
The idea seemed to crystalize inside his head quite suddenly, with a burst of intense heat inside his chest that felt like his heart exploding. God—was that really what he was saying?
‘I cheated on you. So you cheat on me,’ he said, his stomach churning merely at the thought of what he was saying—and yet, now he had said it, he felt certain it was the only way she could accept him again, the only way she would ever relinquish that awful yet justified victimhood.
‘Cheat on you?’ she looked horrified.
He took a deep breath, as though it would help to stop his mind from spinning, and perhaps quell some of the nausea in his stomach. ‘So maybe you need to tear out my heart, too,’ he said, feeling as though he was signing up to some kind of dreadful capital punishment, volunteering for pain. ‘Then it’s all fair, and maybe we could move on...’
‘I don’t understand...’ she said, shocked, but not saying ‘no’.
Noah felt light-headed, but though he was conditioned to view the thought of his wife cheating on him with absolute horror and revulsion, at the same time in laying out the suggestion, he began to feel the strangest sense of hope. That this might really be the way to get Adrienne back on side.
It would both punish him for his misdeeds and enlighten him on how she’d been impacted by his infidelity.
An eye for an eye.
But dear God, it was such a strange concept to come to terms with. Was he really suggesting that she...
‘One night,’ he said, trying to lay it all out in as simple terms as possible—to help himself get his head around it, as well as to make her understand. ‘One night, whenever you decide. You do to me what I did to you.’
She was frowning, aghast. ‘Cheat on you?’
He took another deep breath. Did he really have to explain further? Couldn’t they just agree that it would happen, and then say no more about it until it had happened?
He nodded, and forced himself to explain further. ‘One night—perhaps even a wedding, if you wanted it to be completely fair,’ he suggested. Well, weddings were bad enough. ‘You find whichever guy you like... and... you know... sleep with him.’
He looked up at her, horrified, and yet strangely curious. 
‘You’re serious?’
He shrugged, ‘Don’t you think it would help if I really did know exactly how you feel?’
He saw a cruel streak in her eyes just then—that she did, at the end of the day, want revenge and retribution. It didn’t seem like the Adrienne he knew, and yet somehow it was understandable. He probably didn’t seem like the man she knew, after what he’d done. 
‘And you’d really want this to happen?’ she asked.
He sighed. ‘I think it’s the only way.’
‘You’re giving me a free pass to sleep with whoever I choose?’
He looked up at her and now couldn’t help but picture her out at some wedding, deciding on which guy on the dance floor she was going to invite back to her room to—
Oh, God. Was he really advocating his wife cheat on him just to get even? Once it had happened there would be no going back. She would always have that about her—that one night, even if Noah had allowed it, she’d have been unfaithful.
Taking another man to her bed. Touching him, going down on him, taking him inside her. She would be forever stained by her infidelity, no matter how fair it seemed.
And yet... if it happened, maybe all this pain would finally go away. They could agree to trust one another again, take their relationship back to where it had been. Life as they knew it would not be over.
‘I’m giving you a free pass,’ he said. ‘A Hall Pass for one wedding, one night. You do as you please... then, we put it all behind us, move on.’
The image of his wife being plowed by some stranger while he waited on his own in another room at the wedding venue or a nearby hotel... why did it seem strangely exciting? Because it really wasn’t the kind of thing his wife would do ordinarily? Because it would turn their relationship inside out?
Was his brain trying to protect himself from pain by associating the idea of his wife sleeping with another man with Noah’s own sexual arousal?
God... he was getting an erection at the thought that Adrienne might actually say ‘yes’ to this insane idea.
‘A Hall Pass?’ She said, mulling the words over in her head, getting a feel for them on her tongue. 
‘Uh-huh.’
She nodded, frowned, trying to play down her surprise, her curiosity. ‘And you think it’s the only way... We’re going to get through this?’
‘Maybe,’ he said.
She glanced around the room as though she might find some answer hidden somewhere—behind a picture on the wall, perhaps. Then she said slowly, warily, ‘I guess we should do it, then.’



Chapter Two
 
 
 
Adrienne loved going to weddings. Noah hated going to weddings. But Adrienne was positively obsessed, and so she and Noah went to an awful lot of them—five, so far that year alone, with three more planned for later in the summer and fall.
After The Curious Incident of the Blonde in the Night-Time, it seemed that Adrienne had added a few extra weddings to their schedule too, just to get back at her allegedly unfaithful husband.
During their twenties they’d been to every wedding possible involving their close friends and family—no RSVPs were returned featuring a ‘sorry we can’t make it’ at any point; all possible clashes and difficulties were diverted so that they could go. They’d been to the weddings of work colleagues, neighbors, and even two of the ministers who had overseen weddings that they’d attended. 
Into their thirties, Adrienne was dragging Noah to the weddings of Facebook friends she hadn’t even talked to since high school, and maybe even then there had only ever been a nod of recognition across the classroom. 
The first invite they’d gotten even close to declining had been the wedding of Liona Marx, a friend Adrienne hadn’t even spoken to since junior high school. Adrienne’s boss at her events-planning firm had thrown a tantrum and told her that if she missed their biggest conference of the year because of the wedding of a friend from junior high school, she might as well not come back to her job at all.
Noah had been relieved. Right up until Adrienne said he’d have to go without her.
‘Are you serious? Who am I gonna know at that wedding?’
‘I told her we’d be there,’ Adrienne had said. ‘It’s such bad form to cancel this late. We need to be represented.’
‘They’re not going to miss us at all—you haven’t talked to her since grade school!’ 
‘Junior high. And that wasn’t my fault—they moved out of state.’ Adrienne said. ‘And anyway, how am I gonna get back talking with her again if neither of us goes to her wedding?’ 
And so he’d gone to the wedding alone, hating every minute, right up until he’d woken up in another woman’s hotel room, naked and soaking wet. When all was said and done, it was better to keep Adrienne happy. That was why he was so certain he couldn’t have made a conscious decision to cheat on his wife. He’d always done everything he could to stay on her good side, even traipsing to all those weddings.
Maybe someone had spiked his drink—but he had no evidence that they had. 
All he could remember was what happened at every wedding. Crammed into the pews at the back of the church to witness the ceremony, then shunted into a big marquee to awkwardly chat with people he’d never met before and never would see again, around a table munching on food that looked fancy but tasted like cardboard.
He had talked business to anyone who would listen as an attempt to pass the time without going insane. And he didn’t like to think about work when he wasn’t on company time. 
‘Oh, you know, with the subsidies available in this State, this thing will pay for itself in five years—and then it’s just free money after that.’
‘Really? And no utility bills?’
‘Uh-huh. Seems like a good deal, huh?’
Okay, so maybe he’d been so bored he’d lost track of how many glasses of Champagne he’d had. That was a possibility. Yet a drunk Noah wasn’t a lecherous Noah. Even to the point of collapsing, he really wasn’t the type to make passes at women, to hit on anyone. It was such hard work. 
But here he was, he couldn’t deny the circumstantial evidence. And that blonde—wow. She’d been quite the looker. Perhaps a little seduction from her direction had been just too much for Drunk Noah, he couldn’t entirely discount the possibility. 
 
 
*
 
 
Here he was, on the morning of yet another of those Facebook weddings, waking up with his eyes crusty from sleepy dust, to see Adrienne walking out of the bathroom without a stitch on her—and he nearly had a seizure as he saw her.
Dear God.
She was freshly showered, all pink and clean and flushed from the heat, her long wavy brown hair washed and dried and spilling all over her shoulders. Her pits and her legs were all freshly shaved. 
And her pussy, too.
‘What…?!’
Adrienne simply smiled innocently at him and perched on the little stool in front of her vanity—facing him, though, not the mirror—and began applying lotion all over her skin. It was something she always did before date night with him, he knew. Made her skin that much softer, apparently. 
‘You shaved?’ he said. The words just kind of fell out of his face while gazed at her sex, which she did not hide from him as she rubbed the white cream into the soft skin of her arms, over her shoulders, her breasts. God. She’d always had a tidy bikini line, but she’d never done anything even remotely like this before. 
‘Uh-huh,’ she said with a smirk of dry amusement. Surprised that he’d acknowledge it quite so bluntly, perhaps. 
To be honest, he’d kind of assumed she was against this kind of hairlessness. A woman should be able to groom herself entirely as she wished, right? Not according to the expectations of men swayed by celebrities and pornography.
But here she was.
‘When did you decide to do that?’ he said, meaning to ask ‘why’, though his tongue tripped over his lips as the sight of his wife’s completely hairless pussy threatened to overload his circuits.
‘I don’t know…’ she said, affecting a casual tone to hide her amusement as she parted her legs to rub lotion all around and over her beautifully bare sex. It looked so much like masturbation that it inspired an intense erection on Noah’s part. ‘…Probably just after we agreed that I would get a Hall Pass for the next wedding we go to.’
Noah felt strangely light-headed as she said that. His chest burned as though he had really bad indigestion.
‘Oh… uh… right. We still doing that?’
‘Of course.’ There had been a hint of fire in Adrienne’s eyes as she confirmed it. A threat, almost. Like, if you don’t carry out your end of the deal, we’re going to have the argument to end all arguments. And you won’t like how that ends up, Buster.
He felt a little sick.
He couldn’t really believe she intended to go through with it. When the offer was made, it had almost been like some kind of metaphorical offer, hadn’t it? Only, thinking back to that awful argument, he had got to the point of saying, Honey, I’d do anything to stop you feeling this bad, to turn back time and avoid any of this. 
Even so, when she’d accepted the semi-joking offer of a Hall Pass to even things up, it had seemed at the time she was doing it to make a point, to make him think about just how it might feel to have the shoe on the other foot. To make him realize that he would owe her for the rest of his life.
But no, it seemed she had meant it literally. And he’d totally agreed to that.
Jesus.
‘And you felt the need to shave… all of it?’ he asked her.
He tried to hide his hard-on in the sheets. Even the smell of the lotion was making it worse—it was a smell his subconscious linked to sex, because that was always part of how Adrienne smelled when he made love to her.
‘A lot of guys like it like this,’ she shrugged.
Adrienne stood to apply lotion to the backs of her thighs, her behind, down her legs until her entire body glistened. He caught his breath. Well, it had been a full week since they’d had sex. And that was confusing him, because it was so hot seeing her like this, naked and… different. 
She’d shaved her pussy, for God’s sake! 
This wasn’t what Adrienne did. She organized events for a living, she told people what to do all the time, she inspired clients with her brilliance, her sharpness, her intelligence. She shared clever, feminist quotes on Facebook all the time. She wasn’t the kind of woman who shaved her pussy like this.
‘A lot of guys?’ he mumbled quietly.
She laughed, ‘Well, I do have a Hall Pass… but I didn’t mean it like that… I’ll be happy with just the one at the end of the night.’
Well now he just about gasped, and it seemed like somebody had sucked all the oxygen out of the air. His heart hammered inside his chest as though desperate to keep what little oxygen remained in his lungs from being wasted.
‘I thought… I didn’t think… I thought…’ he stammered. 
‘We have a deal, right?’ 
She’d always had an uncanny way of making him agree to her wishes with this tone of voice, a tone that suggested if he objected he would be kind of an idiot. Because this was the way things were.
‘I guess…’
He felt a surge of fear sweep through him, leaving his skin feeling clammy, sweaty, strangely cold. He felt slightly nauseous. His head was spinning a little, as though he was hungover. 
And yet the powerful erection remained. He couldn’t push it down, couldn’t stow it between his thighs, he could hardly conceal it in the sheets without it looking faintly ridiculous. 
Was his body trying to force him to go get her, to pull her down onto the bed and mate with her like some caveman trying to claim her as his own, to persuade her not to do this terrible thing? It wasn’t just her shaved pussy. No. The excitement was more about seeing her like this, freshening up, preparing herself—and knowing that she wasn’t preparing herself for him.
Why should that make him feel aroused like this?
‘You don’t have to come,’ she said, and Noah looked up at her turning round to face the vanity, to start putting on her make-up. 
‘Wha—’ he said, suddenly concerned she was teasing him about his erection.
‘To the wedding,’ she said, smiling back at him via the mirror on her vanity. ‘Well, fair’s fair, right? I didn’t get to go to Preston and Liona’s… and you may not want to see me… you know… with someone else…’
He was shocked for a while, watching her put on her mascara, eyeliner, thick scarlet lipstick. Applying the makeup so heavily—and yet she’d never been particularly one for much makeup. The dark liner around her eyes, the mascara, made him think of Cleopatra, for goodness’ sake. The heavy, bright lipstick made him think of lips stretching and sliding wetly up and down a big, hard, glistening cock.
Wow. There in the bed, he very nearly came. Felt that bubbling energy begin to rise up inside his loins. 
He coughed, spluttered, and sat up, doing everything in his power to keep from making telltale messy stains in his PJs.
‘You all right?’ Adrienne said, a note of concern masking her underlying amusement as she knew perfectly well that this was all affecting him like nothing else.
‘The wedding’s in a night club?’ he asked her.
She laughed. ‘They’re a different crowd than we’re used to,’ she said. ‘You know… high school crowd. I moved to the city, but none of them really did.’
Finally, she pursed her lips, put down her lipstick and turned toward him to give him the full effect. She looked younger, almost like a teenager who feels the need to flaunt her sexuality to the maximum because she doesn’t yet know just the kind of power she really has over men. 
‘You like them?’ he asked her.
‘They’re fun,’ she shrugged. ‘Some of them.’
She stood up, and Noah could see in the light from the window just how hard her nipples were. The shadows they caused on her pale breasts. 
‘Any of your friends going?’
‘Nobody I really know that well.’
At the wardrobe, she sifted through her dresses as though there was still a decision to make, as though she hadn’t just bought the perfect outfit at the mall the other night, when she found herself thinking about shaving her pussy smooth for the benefit of a one night stand who was not her husband.
‘Oh…’ she said suddenly, looking over at her husband as though she’d quite forgotten something important.
‘Yeah?’
‘Honey… could you just grab me something from my bottom drawer?’
She nodded over to the chest of drawers by the door to the bathroom. Noah couldn’t refuse, it would have been out of character for him, and he desperately didn’t want to do anything out of character for fear that she would think him weak. 
Or was it because he didn’t want to discourage her from it? 
Well, that was a dark little thought. His erection was beginning to influence his mental state. The sight of her naked, shaved, with slutty makeup on her face, was confusing him into thinking he was excited by the prospect of her going to a wedding to hook up with a stranger.
‘Sure, sweetie.’
‘There’s some nice things on the right-hand side,’ she said, turning back to the dresses.
He climbed out of bed, turning his back to her in an attempt to keep his huge bulge hidden. Crouching, squatting down to reach that bottom drawer. Had he ever looked in this drawer before? His heart skipping a beat as he eased it open to find it stuffed with dark, lacy lingerie—a few things he recognized from their dating days, but here on the right-hand side were things he’d definitely never seen before.
He picked up a tiny scrap of white lace and satin strands, and at first wondered what it was for. 
‘Yeah, that one’s nice,’ Adrienne said, and as he held it up he realized it was a thong, a tiny little lacy thong that was kind of see-through. ‘And the garter belt to go with it?’
The look on her face… teasing him, testing him, maybe paying him back for hurting her—and yet also, loving him, recognizing the angst tearing him up inside, even admiring him for dealing with it rather than yelling at her and refusing to let her go to the wedding at all.
Noah was almost visibly trembling as he found the white garter belt with the same pattern of lace. Thinking, since when had she ever worn a garter belt? Stockings? Jesus. 
He turned to find her standing over him, mouthwateringly beautiful, and yet terrible like some dread goddess who had the power to devastate his life with one flick of the wrist. That shaved pussy just inches away from him as he handed her that thong, the garter belt.
‘Do you think I need a bra?’ she asked him.
The dress—perhaps that should be ‘The Dress’—now hung from the doorway to the bathroom, a floral pattern in ivory and blue, but so small it looked like a child’s dress. 
‘I don’t know,’ he said, trying to keep calm though she was obviously trying to provoke him.
His cock was throbbing away in his PJs and he was so frantically trying to hide it from her. Not just the thought of her going out to seduce some other man—but the fact he was helping her decide what to wear for her wedding date.
He gazed up at her pert breasts, mottled by goose bumps, and found he wanted men at the wedding to be drawn by them.
‘Maybe not,’ he said, feeling bold about this now, about embracing the strange perversion that was apparently seizing hold of him in this moment of crisis. Well, if he embraced it, perhaps it would rain a little on her parade, as she tried to rub it in his face that she was going to wreak revenge on him for his apparent adultery.
‘Hmmm…’ she said, trying to hide her surprise at his decision, and the fact he didn’t seem to object to any of her scandalous clothes. ‘I guess if it’s cold people might see my nipples through the dress…’
‘You’ll just have to get on the dance floor if you start feeling cold,’ Noah said, even managing a chuckle. Was he teasing her back, now? But the thought of her going out on the dance floor, opposite some young guy… why did that make his prick twitch?
‘Stockings?’ she tried again to fluster him. ‘They’ll be in the drawer above.
The drawer above, another place unknown to him. Strange in such a small apartment that there was somewhere he’d never even seen before, but he’d never had reason to. There were ordinary pants and socks here, but also unopened packages of nylon hose and, as it turned out, stockings. 
He sifted through the stockings like a pilgrim examining a trove of the holiest of relics. When had she bought these? Why had she never worn them for him? Why did they seem so very naughty, why did them make him react so sexually when they were simply something to cover the legs?
Well, it was simply the suggestion that they were only here to draw some man in to fuck her. Knowing Adrienne, she’d wear hose or socks, she wouldn’t see the point of stockings that only came up to her thighs—except to provoke some kind of reaction. In this case, in some guy she hadn’t even met yet.
He held up two packs of white seamed stockings, and Adrienne smiled, as if to say silently, it’s your choice, honey, isn’t it?
He handed her the ones with lacy bands that almost went with the garter belt and the panties. 
 Damn. 
Still standing over him, she opened the packet to retrieve a stocking, then lifted a leg to roll the thing up over her foot, her calf, her knee, her thigh. He knelt there on his haunches, couldn’t move for watching her. On went the other stocking, and then she was reaching for the garter belt she’d left on the bed.
‘Can you help with the garters?’ she asked, and he thought about how unsuited he was to the job, not having ever actually seen a woman’s garter belt and garters before in real life, much less help her assemble them.
He fumbled with the catches, and somehow saw the logic in how everything fit together in enough time to avoid seeming like an idiot.
Here, he could smell the scent of her shaving lotion on her legs, and on her pussy. He could smell a hint of that dark spice, too. Adrienne was at least a little aroused at all this, herself. She handed him her thong, without having to ask him to help her put it on. He was shaking slightly as he stretched it out for her to step into, and slid it up her smooth, smooth calves, past her knees, her thighs. Stretching the lace panel over her exquisite sex, noticing just how see-through that lace really was.
Noticing, at the last, that she was wearing her panties over the garters holding up her stockings. Figuring out the reason for that nearly made him come again.
She jiggled her hips a little to get comfortable in her underwear. Jesus, the thong was so tiny Noah felt certain it wouldn’t have covered her fur before she’d decided on the full shave.
‘You like it?’ she said brightly, walking over to the window before twirling to come back, like some fashion model on a catwalk.
‘Uh-huh,’ he nodded, focused on remaining neutral, not allowing her the victory of insight into his feelings.
Her eyes dipped down, and he saw instantly that she had caught sight of his massive erection. Now it was her turn to attempt to hide her response, to remain calm, to look as though nothing was affecting her in the slightest.
He caught her blushing, though, before she turned to the bathroom doorway to retrieve her dress, slip it off the hangar, then stoop before stepping into it; wriggling to slide the skin-tight fabric up over her trim body, covering up that fancy underwear... though only just.
The dress was sensational, it was tight and slightly see through, held up by tiny straps it emphasized her petite curves, celebrated her beauty. 
It made him want to tear it straight off her and throw her down on the bed to reclaim her. For a moment, the sharp acid of jealousy rose up, threatened to pull him down into a well of anger—this was his wife, not someone else’s plaything for the night. She was his, she had promised herself to him.
She wasn’t just some slutty brunette out to party with whichever dong happened by at the right time.
And yet… 
And yet. 
His hard-on throbbed like a beast, and the hormones warmly circulating his system calmed him, reminded him that it was only sex. He could trust Adrienne to keep her part of the bargain, such as it was. A Hall Pass. One night with another man, no more. Then she would be back and his. 
And wouldn’t it be hot, thinking of her being so naughty? Being so filthy. Cheating on him.
And it wasn’t really cheating anyway, was it? Because she had a Hall Pass. That was the point.
Wouldn’t it be crazy: Adrienne with another guy? She’d feel all that new relationship energy again, all the excitement of a first date. Imagine the smile on her face, the wild joy in her eyes. The ecstatic bliss of being worshipped by a stranger who had no marital obligation to worship her. 
‘Does it fit?’ she asked him.
‘Seems to.’
‘Too short?’ 
He chuckled. Was she really giving him an opportunity to persuade her to cover up a little? He didn’t want her to cover up.
‘No, perfect.’
He looked into her eyes. It was weird—but in that moment, the whole atmosphere in that bedroom changed, quite dramatically. Adrienne looked afraid. He hadn’t been expecting that. 
Suddenly, it felt as though Noah could gain the upper hand—total victory. Stop her going through with this whole crazy idea, and even teach her a lesson about trusting her husband, about believing him when he said he didn’t remember doing anything with that blonde, and maybe nothing had happened at all that night, even though it had all looked so bad. 
He couldn’t entirely tell if she was frightened of really destroying their relationship by avenging herself of her husband’s alleged infidelity, or whether she was frightened of getting out there and posing as single again, or whether she was worried she would be caught in the attempt, humiliated in front of a bunch of high school friends who weren’t really friends at all, except by the magic of social media.
She opened her mouth, and the expression on her face told Noah in an instant that she was about to suggest skipping this particular wedding after all. Maybe let bygones be bygones, hit the reset button on the relationship, and perhaps pin the blame for the whole Preston-Liona Marx Affair on inordinate amounts of alcohol and maybe even a sneaky blonde whose name was Virginia Lawson.
Only, Noah felt strangely disappointed at the thought of canceling this whole Hall Pass thing. Sure, it was terrifying thinking about his beautiful wife falling for the charms of another man—but that wouldn’t happen in one night, would it? This was purely about the sex. Sex with a stud who would be little more than a sex toy for his adventurous wife.
So Noah jumped in first to say, ‘You know, I could come to the wedding as well… you know… to make sure you’re all right.’
She paused before saying anything, the doubt in her expression softening, the fear subsiding. 
‘Yeah… well we are both invited…’ 
Now he was on his feet, slipping into the bathroom to switch on the shower again as Adrienne perched down on her vanity stool, looking slightly confused. Well, it was confusing. Noah wanted this. Badly. He wanted his wife to spend the night with someone else. He wanted to experience it. 
‘You’ll have to be quick,’ she said in a little voice. 
‘Sure.’
‘It takes two hours to drive out there.’
He wanted his wife to cheat on him. Even if he’d never done anything at all with Virginia Lawson, even if he’d simply escorted her back to her room then collapsed in the bathroom, slept in the shower. Maybe she’d even removed his clothes, switched on the shower to make it look as though he’d been attempting to destroy evidence of their coupling before collapsing.
Noah was turned on by the idea of his wife sleeping with someone else.
In the shower, he was hard as a rock, still. He couldn’t stop thinking about his wife laying down on the bed for somebody else, exposing her sexy underwear, peeling off her tiny panties to reveal her completely shaven pussy. 
He rushed the shower, grabbed a towel to dry off his hair and completely forgot about his massive hard-on as he stepped back out of the bathroom to locate some clothes. 
Adrienne let out a high-pitched yelp, startling Noah who had assumed she would go wait out in the living room, maybe watch TV while he got ready. She was still sitting on her little vanity stool in that dress, however, and he’d presented her with a full-on view of the biggest erection he’d had in years. 
‘Uh… you have a clean suit in the closet,’ she said unnecessarily. There was always a clean suit in the closet. When it came to weddings, the two of them were almost militarily organized. No hard week at the office was going to lead them to forget to get an outfit properly dry-cleaned ready for the next wedding. 
‘Great,’ he said, not bothering to cover himself up now—no point in hiding it now, and he felt vaguely amused that her eyes were so fixated on his enormous manhood when all their talk had been about sourcing dick somewhere else. 
She looked more than a little hungry for it. Well, she had been teasing him with short dresses and sexy underwear.
 ‘I won’t be a minute,’ he said, and his words seemed to shake her from her daze. She flushed, and murmured something about finding her bag before hustling out of the bedroom.
 
 
*
 
 
She seemed to recover her poise once they got to the wedding, parked outside the church, found their places in a pew toward the back of a nice, bright Baptist church.
‘They’re not going to try to baptize us are they?’
‘No, it’s just a wedding.’
‘That font is like some kind of barrier between us and the exit.’
‘Shhh.’ 
Maybe just being present at a wedding was enough to recharge her superpowers, Noah figured. Whatever. As soon as they had set foot in this holy place, she had regained the desire to tease him with her potential for infidelity. And Noah had felt a warm buzz spread through his body at her doing so.
‘What about that guy over there?’
‘No, I know him. He was a jerk in high school.’
‘Looks like a Mormon now anyway.’
‘Shhh!’
Before the ceremony, Noah enjoyed watching Adrienne’s eyes wandering around the room, taking in the looks and natures of the men sat waiting for things to get going. He enjoyed believing that she was already thinking about who she might end up with that night, who she might seduce. 
He wanted all of them to notice how beautiful she was in that teeny dress. He wanted them all to want her before she finally made her selection of one of them.
He enjoyed that she whispered things like, ‘He’ll do.’ Or ‘Maybe someone tall, like him.’
Or even, ‘I think big hands means… you know… maybe I’d like him.’
She needled him, and he’d say something like, ‘You’re sure? He doesn’t look all there up top.’ And he’d be talking too loudly, and she’d shush him, but also it freaked her out a little how much he was getting into this whole Hall Pass thing.
As the allotted time came, and the whispers went round that the bride had arrived, and was just about to come in, Adrienne said, ‘You know you shouldn’t sit too close—we’re not supposed to be together, are we?’
And Noah had to catch his breath again, because even though he was sure he could handle this, it was such a shocking idea that his wife might actually go off away from him in the company of another man, and he was supposed to be fully accepting of that.
Sitting through a wedding ceremony with a boner, though, that wasn’t exactly the best thing.



Chapter Three
 
 
 
Noah didn’t know anybody. Not even slightly. As a young man, he would have felt physically ill coming to an event like this—being forced to introduce himself to strangers in order to get through the day. Nowadays, though, after all these weddings, it didn’t faze him quite so much—it was just annoying. Felt like he was at work. At least weddings were a fairly easy crowd, and usually he could leave a lot of the conversation to Adrienne. 
It was lousy, then, to be wandering around a wedding reception on his own again. Only, what was really bizarre was that Adrienne was also here, somewhere else in the reception, acting as though she was single.
As per the Hall Pass.
Goodness.
The reception was being held in a large hall within a hotel just a few blocks from the church, spilling out into various conference rooms including one that housed the bar. Presumably the event couldn’t be held at or around the church on account of the alcohol being so liberally distributed among the guests.
For the most part, Adrienne was easy to keep an eye on. He wouldn’t lose track of her in that dress, with so many men in the immediate vicinity looking her way, or actively trying to draw her interest. Noah’s only issue was to maintain his watch on her while not appearing to be rude if any old soul was actually attempting to engage him in some kind of conversation.
‘You ever hear about Pay As You Go Solar?’
‘No, I can’t say I did.’
‘You don’t even need to pay for solar panels yourself… a company will give them to you. And pay you to have them on your roof.’
‘And you get free power?’
‘Well the amount generated is balanced against the amount of power you use, but conceivably if you don’t keep all your appliances on at once…’
The main thing was, she was having fun. He could see that. Meeting new people, chatting with guys who seemed obviously into her, flirting with the attractive ones and quite clearly loving their attention, knowing that they wanted her. 
Sometimes, Noah would catch her flicking her gaze over to him, checking on him across the crowded room, and there would be a gentle fire in those green eyes that said quite clearly that she was enjoying that under their agreement, she could choose any one of these potential suitors, and take him back to her hotel room at the end of the reception for a little behind-closed-doors fun.
Maybe she was only teasing him, but that look he got from her fired up his hard-on like nothing else.
He saw her smiling at them, fluttering her eyelids, toying with the ends of her hair with her fingers just a little too close to her cleavage, and he found himself hoping she really was serious about using her Hall Pass. He found himself looking at her suitors and wondering if this one, or that one, might be the one she would choose. The one to take her away, sweep her up in his arms, tear off her dress, run his hands all over her bare flesh, and eventually spread her legs.
He tried to force himself to imagine that she’d already had this one or that one’s big cock inside her, force himself to understand how he might feel about that afterward. Was it going to hurt, the way Adrienne said he had hurt her by his careless awakening with Virginia Lawson? 
He couldn’t feel the hurt, though. Couldn’t feel anger. Only arousal, excitement, lust. His body responded to thoughts of another man’s big cock sliding into her hands, into her mouth, or into her pussy, and Noah only thought of how interesting it would make her, how desirable, how sexy.
After the buffet came the start of the dancing, and as the bride and groom got into their very first dance. All the wedding guests were here for this first dance, but Noah’s eyes were solely on Adrienne, seeing her standing there across the dance floor from him, watching the happy couple while keeping a surreptitious eye on who else was around the dance floor. 
At one point she caught him watching her just a moment after she’d been staring at a particular guy who took her fancy. Busted, she gave Noah a mischievous grin, and flushed a touch bashfully. She no longer had the air of a woman out to assert her own vengeance for her husband’s wrongdoing. She seemed more like a young wife tempted to fantasize about other men, but guiltily certain that nothing could ever really come of it, it was just too wrong.
Noah was standing there with a semi hard-on, hoping she wasn’t going to give up on this idea. 
He texted her while everyone waited for the dance to be over.
[Noah]: You having fun?
She had her little phone in her hand, as she always did during weddings so there was always an easy photo available at any moment. He could see her react to the vibration as his text message arrived at her phone. She glanced at him and gave him another wicked little grin.
[Adrienne]: Of course. Don’t I always at weddings?
He smiled at her and replied:
[Noah]: Have you seen any guys you like the look of?
Across the room, she rolled her eyes but then giggled. Replied:
[Adrienne]: Maybe a few. Trying to narrow down my choices. 
Her green eyes flicked around the room briefly, and Noah was reminded about a seminar he once attended about Neuro-Linguistic Programming, a psychotherapy method that some experts believe could help business people with skills like sales, negotiation and team building. He’d since discovered how discredited it was scientifically, but it included some nice ideas about where people look when you’re asking them certain questions, from which you’re supposed to be able to tell whether they’re lying or being truthful.
Noah hoped that Adrienne was subconsciously revealing her hope that this Hall Pass idea really would come true. 
Now he looked around the circle, at the guys who appeared to be standing on their lonesome rather than in an obvious couple. Were there any she’d go for? A lot of ex-frat boy types, but on the whole it was quite a diverse and eclectic seeming crowd. Someone for each and every taste. 
He wondered what Adrienne’s taste would be. Would she go for someone obviously like him? Or purposefully choose someone different simply because she could?
 A sudden thought flashed through his mind, and rapidly brought his semi hard-on up to full stiffness. He texted her:
[Noah]: Did you bring condoms?
He saw her eyes flicked down to her palm as the text message came in, and then the moment she read it, she stared back at him, flushing fiercely, looking somewhat flustered, shocked even.
She ducked her head down to text her reply, purposefully keeping her face a little out of sight of other people, strands of her dark hair dropping down to cover her and hide her discomfort.
[Adrienne]: Are you serious?
Noah breathed, keeping calm, trying not to feel dejection and disappointment.
[Noah]: You do understand what the concept of a Hall Pass means?
She looked up, subtly, but needing to see her husband, to see if he was being serious or if he was quite obviously teasing her, joking around, setting her up for a fall—though he wasn’t that kind of guy, at least Noah was fairly sure he wasn’t. 
[Adrienne]: I know what it means, but I thought… I don’t know what I thought. 
Noah felt his heart thumping in his chest. So Adrienne hadn’t intended to really do anything totally crazy to get back at him for his alleged night of infidelity. It kind of made him feel a little better, a little nugget of affection for her warmed his insides.
But his hard cock wanted more, it wanted her to find some lucky stranger and go all the way. Maybe his trembling heart wanted that, too.
[Noah]: You’re going to spend the night with some guy, aren’t you? So you’ll want to be safe…
[Adrienne]: I guess I wasn’t thinking things would get that far.
A small part of Noah was chuckling on the inside, amused that in this whole game of theirs, he’d just claimed a major victory. He could so easily have called time right there, wished her a good night dancing with whomever caught her eye on the dance floor in the sure-fire knowledge that she’d eventually return to their hotel room, his unsullied wife, and they’d say no more about the whole infidelity thing.
Another small part of him was quietly enjoying shocking his wife, making her blush furiously by suggesting that this Hall Pass they had agreed to really would include full sex with a complete stranger. Revealing her inner Catholic Girl.
The rest of him cared little for winning or losing arguments and just wanted his beautiful wife to have the night of her life, riding some unfamiliar stallion, coming again and again on some stranger’s big cock before stumbling back to her husband to allow him to gently reclaim her.
[Noah]: Maybe you’ll meet the right person and you won’t be able to resist. You should be prepared, right?
Adrienne looked over at him again. Unsure, timid, frightened, but seemingly curious. The dance was coming to a close, the bride glowing and the groom a little sweaty, with the people around the edge of the dance floor now milling about, preparing to find their own space on the dance floor, or back off to find a drink and some conversation.
His beating heart in his throat, Noah texted her again:
[Noah]: I’ll just sneak out and find a pharmacy—there’s a CVS down the street. I’ll bring you some xxx
He saw her eyes widen in surprise as she read the text, but then he was shrinking back into the crowd, weaving his way through the people toward the exit. Feeling kind of like he’d taken Ecstasy or some other kind of social drug—this was a real trip, that was for sure.
Then a short while later he was pulling into the parking lot of the CVS pharmacy, climbing out of his Ford 150, quietly drifting into the building to locate the sexual health aisle. It felt strange enough buying condoms this long after Adrienne had had her IUD fitted. Stranger still to be thinking these condoms might actually be for another guy to use with Adrienne.
A text message came in, no doubt from his lady love. He felt his stomach sink at the belief she was calling it all off, telling him there was no way she was doing this, that she’d never meant to take things this far. 
But her text message read:
[Adrienne]: Why are you doing this? 
Noah took a deep breath, hoping that by not saying a straight ‘no’, she was open to this still. God. He really wanted her to do this. There was no way that was normal. In the beginning, there was no way he could have entertained such a thing. Right now, though, he was nearly obsessed with it. 
He was so damn turned on by the thought of Adrienne being naughty. Cheating. Although it wouldn’t really be ‘cheating’ since he was so supportive of it.
He texted her back, feigning innocence:
[Noah]: I want you to be safe, that’s all.
A few moments later, she replied:
[Adrienne]: I’ve told you I didn’t really mean to go all the way with anyone. Most guys would accept that and move on.
[Noah]: I’m not most guys.
He came to a standstill now, by the shelves stocked with condoms and pregnancy testers and maternity vitamins. Jesus. It was like he’d been fully enlightened, but now found the way toward the light firmly closed off to him. He had learned, he believed, about something that genuinely turned him on like nothing he’d ever experienced—but it involved his beautiful wife, and now it seemed she was not on board.
Adrienne came back to him:
[Adrienne]: No you’re not most guys. You seem to want me to do this—to find someone to sleep with tonight.
Reading her message, Noah felt his stomach squirm. He felt a little sick. Well, he was probably in the right place if he felt bad—just the wrong aisle. He needed Digestive Health. 
Then another text message from her:
[Adrienne]: Do you want to break up with me?
Now he felt a small explosion inside his chest, a burst of intense, sharp heat that he suddenly suspected might be a little like what it might feel to be shot. He shivered, his legs started to weaken and his knees threaten to give out, he was close to collapse. Jesus. How could she think such a thing? Or was it some conclusion she had come up with that she believed he was validating? 
He texted her:
[Noah]: No, absolutely not. I would never ever want to do anything like that.
It suddenly seemed so crass to him. Texting her from the sexual health aisle in CVS in order to save their marriage. He hit the phone symbol beside his text, called her. She picked up immediately.
‘Honey, you don’t seriously think... Look... this is about not splitting up, right? I want to spend the rest of my life with you.’ 
He could hear a slight shiver in her breathing on the other end of the line. She said, ‘Do you think that if you let me spend the night with some other man, I’ll be okay about you seeing some other woman on the side?’
He was a little shocked, if he was honest, that she would believe him to be the kind of guy who might do a thing like that. Firstly, the kind of guy who would want to sleep with another woman on the side, but secondly the kind of guy who would want to manipulate his wife into accepting an idea like that.
What ate away inside of him, though, was that in Adrienne’s eyes he had already shown her that he was the kind of guy who might sleep with another woman on the side—Virginia Goddamn Lawson, even though in his eyes he really wouldn’t have done that, and still didn’t fully believe he had.
 Was the trust completely ruined between them? Was there any way to recover?
‘You have to believe me. I don’t want to see any other woman. I just want you to have the most amazing fun.’ Then before she could reply, he added: ‘Look, this started out as the idea that you would get even with me for my slip-up by spending the night with another man. It was supposed to hurt me like I hurt you.’ 
‘But I don’t really want to hurt you. I love you too much.’
Well, that felt good. For her to tell her that she loved him, that was calming, reassuring.
He said, ‘But as I came to accept you doing this, it started seeming… kind of exciting to me.’
‘Exciting?’
Noah sighed, and glanced up to see a horrifically youthful woman approaching him where he stood next to the condoms.
‘Can I help you, sir?’ she asked brightly.
Embarrassment heated up his cheeks, the back of his neck, making the hairs rise up and prickle. ‘Uh… I’m fine, thanks,’ he said, holding up the cell phone to signal that he was engaged in some kind of conversation with someone—and only happened to be standing in the aisle next to all the condoms.
She nodded, smiled politely, and turned on her heels to attend to something else, leaving Noah relieved. 
‘Sorry about that,’ he said.
‘It’s okay,’ Adrienne chuckled.
‘Look,’ he said, ‘Ever since the idea was put in my head of what you might do… I guess it’s become a major sexual fantasy for me.’ 
‘Me… being with another man?’
‘Uh-huh. Flirting with other men, flaunting yourself, teasing them, dancing with them, holding them, touching them, kissing them.... Fucking them.’
He felt a burning bolt of fire shoot through his chest merely saying that. Because here he was, really giving her the green light to do all that. He had to be sure.
He was sure. He knew it.
His big, hard erection knew it.
After what seemed like an ages-long pause, no doubt as she got her head around what he was saying, Adrienne said quietly, ‘You really want that?’
Noah’s heart was hammering again, at top speed. He felt a severe need to sit down, to collect his feelings and his thoughts—and yet he didn’t want to lose this train of thought, didn’t want to lose this sudden open channel of communication with his sweet wife.
‘Uh-huh.’
Then, like a mouse was on the other end of the phone, she said warily, ‘Okay...’
Now it was his turn to hesitate. Was she saying ‘okay’ that he wanted it, or ‘okay’ that she would do it? 
Noah found his eyes wandering all over the various packages containing these condoms or those condoms. He was breathing shallowly, rapidly, almost gasping for breath as his head spun. Feeling the weird possibility that Adrienne might actually decide this whole thing was worth trying after all.
‘I’ve... got to go,’ she said in barely more than a whisper. ‘He’ll see me talking to you...’
She hung up. Noah felt terrible, even though his wife was making it seem as though she might actually do this. It was just that she didn’t seem wholly persuaded of the reasoning behind his fantasy.
He texted her:
[Noah]: Hey, look I’m sorry I don’t fully understand why I want this. Just that I do want it. I want you to take a step out of our normal lives and have the most incredible adventure… then come back to me and tell me all about it. I want you to have the most intense sexual experiences and then share all the details with me. 
[Adrienne]: Uh… wow.
[Noah]: I want you to see how gorgeous other men think you are, and take that for a ride. Come back to me glowing and buzzing and refreshed and knowing that I love you and this was what I wanted for you. 
[Adrienne]: I… don’t know what to say. And you’re seriously not messing with me? Trying to trick me… I know I shouldn’t have demanded a Hall Pass or whatever just because you got totally drunk and woke up in some tramp’s hotel room, but I was just really angry.
[Noah]: I’m not messing with you or trying to trick you or anything. I just think we’re at this wedding where for once almost nobody knows us, and maybe this would be the perfect place to test out this crazy fantasy I have.
Another few moments of nothing passed by. 
Then:
[Adrienne]: Well… maybe I could have a little dance with someone, see what it’s like. See if you really like the sight of me with someone else. Then after that, if we both want to, we could see what else happens?
Wow. Noah had never been so hard in his life.
He signed off:
[Noah]: Wonderful. I won’t be long, then I’ll come back and hopefully you’ll be dancing with someone xxx



Chapter Four
 
 
 
On the short drive back to the wedding reception, the box of condoms stowed inside his inner jacket pocket felt like it was burning a hole through his shirt right down to his skin.
Three of them. He had three condoms, three chances for his wife to fuck someone else, right there in his pocket.
Was Adrienne really up for this? 
Noah was a mass of conflicted feelings—fear, excitement, outrage, joy—and he could hardly cope with it. Returning to the hotel, he had to sit in his truck for a few moments, parked, just to pull himself together. 
He had to keep calm. Hell, maybe his wife wouldn’t even find someone she liked. Or no one she liked who was available. Maybe she’d find it too much, flirting with strangers, dancing with them. It had been a while since she’d last done it.
Climbing out of the truck, slamming the door behind him, he took a deep breath and tried to hold his expectations in check. Maybe nothing would happen that night. Maybe Adrienne wouldn’t even get any attention from this wedding crowd. He didn’t want to feel disappointed any more: if anything, he had to embrace the fact that she had apparently shown interest in trying out small steps toward his fantasy. 
He walked into the building, along the hallways toward the main hall, where the reception was being held—or at least the dancing portion of it. Maybe Adrienne would be waiting by the edge of the dance floor, a wall flower, finding it too daunting to make that move. 
Or maybe—
Noah gasped as he turned into the hall, and surveyed the lively dance floor. There was Adrienne, in that tiny little blue-and-white floral dress of hers, dancing next to a tall dark-haired man. Up against him, in fact. Swaying her hips, turning in front of him, flashing him smile after smile, her fiery eyes telling him she was interested, so interested.
Playing with her hair as she danced in front of him. Moving her shoulders, her hips, letting the music flow through her body so gracefully, she had the guy hooked.
Oh God. 
Noah stood there and his eyes connected with hers. Adrienne shot him a wicked smile, knowing how she was affecting him—and loving it. 
The music changed, and so did Adrienne’s dance partner. She giggled and thanked her first partner, and jauntily moved to another part of the dance floor where a tall, broad-shouldered black guy stood dancing with no obvious female friend near him. 
He seemed happy enough to dance with a little brunette.
Noah breathed deeply, trying to relax, trying not to look ruffled, though every moment that his wife’s eyes were not on her dance partner, they were flicking across to check out Noah’s reaction, Noah’s response to her gentle straying on the dance floor. 
Oh, Adrienne had always loved dancing at weddings. It was part and parcel of the whole wonderful experience for her. Yet it had never been like this. This was pure electric, every moment. She had a tall, handsome dance partner focused on her every move—and a husband nearby watching and adoring her every move. 
 She rubbed herself up against him like a cat claiming a master as territory, subtly grazing her hips, her behind, her breasts against his hard body, that dress of hers suddenly appearing so very thin—and the absence of a bra really obvious as the light hit her, revealing the stiffness of her nipples pushing against the blue and white floral material.
She found a tall blond guy for a few songs, and seemed to be enjoying his company—but then she returned to the company of the striking African American guy, and the chemistry the two of them had together just seemed to crackle. Made Noah shiver. 
When she finally broke away from him, signaling that she had to go get a drink, Adrienne was glowing all over.
Noah wanted to go up to her, take her in his arms, kiss her passionately. But he kept away. Maintained his distance while she went to the bar to get herself a drink. As she waited for the bartender to pour a chilled white wine, she was texting again.
[Adrienne]: So you like watching your wife dancing with other guys?
[Noah]: Oh yeah. You’re so hot, honey.
[Adrienne]: Feeling jealous yet?
[Noah]: Not at all. Well, maybe a little. But I’ve never seen anything so hot. You like that last guy, then?
[Adrienne]: He’s yummy. You mind me dancing with him?
[Noah]: You can dance with whoever you want. You look good with him.
[Adrienne]: What if we got a little more… friendly? 
Noah felt his whole frame quivering again—with a little fear, it had to be said, though a whole lot of lust and excitement as well. How friendly did ‘friendly’ mean? Oh, he knew he wanted Adrienne to go all the way, to enjoy her Hall Pass to the maximum—but there was always that small part of him deep inside that was scared he might lose her. 
Just now, though, his libido overruled any doubts he had.
[Noah]: You get as friendly as you want, honey. I have a little present for you from CVS ;-)
[Adrienne]: I still can’t believe you did that. 
[Noah]: It’s a Hall Pass, honey. You have permission to do whatever you like with him xxx
[Adrienne}: You are the best husband in the world xxx
For a while, though, it looked as though Adrienne wasn’t going to find her favorite dance partner. She danced with a couple of other guys, but neither of them had her quite as interested. She ended up less-than-subtly texting on her phone while she was dancing with them, instead of giving them her full undivided attention.
[Noah]: Not such good dancer, huh?
[Adrienne]: No, not this guy. 
[Noah]: You think your favorite went home already? It’s getting late…
[Adrienne]: He told me he’d see me later.
[Noah]: Worth waiting for?
[Adrienne]: Worth waiting for. God, I could feel his… thing… through his pants…
[Noah]: His ‘thing’? Haha
[Adrienne]: His cock. That’s what I should call it?
[Noah]: Probably.
[Adrienne]: Still want to give me those condoms?
[Noah]: Of course. You’ll be pleased to know I got big ones.
[Adrienne]: I think I see him.
Noah watched as his wife stepped away from the poor guy who’d been desperately trying to get her interested, offering him a polite but regretful smile before she walked away. Noah was suddenly feeling a whole load of butterflies in his stomach fluttering away, as though they were trying to lift him up and out of there.
He went to the bar to procure a stiff drink, followed by another one, before he went to find a suitable vantage point from which he could monitor the dance floor and a certain brunette thereon.
It was late by now. Fully dark outside, and inside the lights had been turned down on the dance floor, to offer a more intimate atmosphere. 
There was Adrienne, back with her tall, dark Romeo, as though they’d never parted. Grinding with her back to him as the Pussycat Dolls asked ‘Don’t cha wish your girlfriend was hot like me…’ 
His hands moving around her waist to hold her, claim her as his. Gazing down over her shoulders at her breasts, which moved nicely as she did, unrestricted by underwear. She pushed her butt back at him, grinding against his crotch, giggling and laughing, running her hands through her long, dark hair, turning to smile at him invitingly.
God, since when had she ever been able to dance this way? 
Then there was the slow dance, a mix of ‘Let’s Get it On’ by Marvin Gaye—very unsubtle. Noah watched them holding each other, their hands moving over each other’s bodies, neither objecting at all. Adrienne letting him touch her hips, her back, her thighs, her breasts. Her partner letting her sweep her hands all over his chest, his back, his hips, his crotch.
Noah nearly had a heart attack to see Adrienne stroking the man’s cock through his pants—and the way she was stroking him, knowing exactly in which direction her husband stood, showed Noah exactly how large the guy’s equipment really was. 
Jesus. 
A few late-night drinkers milled past, and for a moment or two Noah lost sight of his wife and her new friend.
Then, there they were again, locked in each other’s arms, her hands on his shoulders, his on the back of her head, lips crushed up against each other.
More dancers obscured the view. The dance floor seemed to be filling up again, as the remaining wedding guests sensed the end of the reception drawing near, wanting to claim one last piece of the night for their memories. Noah moved once, twice, three times to try to see Adrienne with her new lover.
Well, that was what he was, almost. A lover. Though it made Noah feel strange and melty and feverish inside.
He moved again, and felt frustration at being unable to enjoy this moment. Well. What would happen when it came time to take him back to the hotel room? 
Noah suddenly remembered the box of condoms in his jacket pocket. How was he going to get them to her if she was so firmly connected to her new dance partner? He could hardly march up and give them to her. He didn’t have the kind of pick-pocket skills that would allow him to slip them in her bag, or into her hand, unnoticed by the other guy.
He stepped away from the dance floor, feeling a little funny about leaving Adrienne in the company of another man, a man interested in bedding her. And yet the tension he felt was quietly exhilarating. Let them have a little time together without him observing. Maybe it would give Adrienne the confidence to make a move on him.
Noah decided the only way he’d be able to get the condoms to Adrienne would be to leave them up in the hotel room where she could get them. If she ended up back at her lover’s room, she’d have to hope he had some condoms, or avoid full penetration.
Out in the hallway it seemed cold without the crowds and all that dancing. The perspiration was evaporating from his forehead, making it feel like a band of ice around his head. His phone buzzed, and he pulled it out to find a message from Adrienne already. He felt nervous as he tapped out his response.
[Adrienne]: Are you still here?
[Noah]: Just heading up to the room quickly to leave your present somewhere you can get it. ;-)
[Adrienne]: My present? Oh… right. I should come meet you up in the room? Or we could meet somewhere else.
[Noah]: No need. I was thinking you didn’t want to leave your guy again. You with him now?
[Adrienne]: Yeah he thinks I’m checking in with my girlfriend. 
[Noah]: What’s his name anyway?
[Adrienne]: Gerard. If we don’t meet… oh, so I should invite him up to the room?
[Noah]: If you want to. When you want to. I’ll put them in your bedside drawer.
[Adrienne]: Wow. 
 He was back up to full hardness as he entered the elevator and pressed the button to climb to the sixth floor, and it was the result of that last reply from her. The fact she hadn’t objected, hadn’t said she was reconsidering, hadn’t tried to find some excuse to get out of this. She was just amazed it was all happening, that she was dancing with a handsome stranger, that her loving husband wanted her to spend the night with him.
 When he got to the room, there was another buzz from his phone. Looking at the messages app, he was startled to see a picture come in—a selfie from Adrienne taken with her pressing her cheek up against Gerard’s, his arm slung possessively around her shoulders. She was smiling sweetly, her pretty face and green eyes so filled with brightness and excitement, while the angle of the photo gave Noah an enticing view down her cleavage thanks to the low cut of that dress.
The caption that went with the photo was simple:
[Adrienne]: You sure about this???



Chapter Five
 
 
 
Gerard looked quietly confident yet also mildly impressed with himself that he had apparently snagged such a hot brunette. He certainly seemed large compared to Adrienne, with an athletic frame and broad shoulders. Yet despite his clear self-confidence, he didn’t appear unlikable or cocky.
Was Adrienne really going to sleep with this guy?
Noah shivered, but he was so unbelievably excited by the prospect of what might happen. Of how Adrienne would be during the one night stand, how thrilled she would be, how happy. Even if he could only imagine it happening, and then hear about the details later, it seemed like the hottest thing ever to him.
Adrienne nervously making out with him. Stripping off his clothes. Going down on the first prick that wasn’t her husband’s in years. 
Taking him inside her.
God. 
Inside the room, he closed the door behind him and just leaned against it for a moment or two, as though he was worried he’d fall and hurt himself. He paused, concentrating on breathing. Then glanced again at the picture of Adrienne with Gerard.
He texted back:
[Noah]: I’m sure. He’s okay you taking pictures?
Adrienne came back a moment later with her reply:
[Adrienne]: Told him I wanted to make my girlfriend jealous. 
[Noah]: Sweet—Love seeing pictures. You’re so beautiful, honey xxx
 He looked up from his smartphone screen, and it seemed to take a moment for his eyes to refocus on the room. Jesus. Was another man going to fuck his wife in this room? On this huge bed? 
Noah was shaking a little as he quietly tidied up the room a little, though it wasn’t in a bad state to begin with. He hid his own suitcase, his toiletries any other signs that Adrienne had a husband or partner, not knowing exactly what story she’d given Gerard. 
Then, content that any one night stand would come into this room believing it to be that of a single woman, Noah headed back out. Just as he got to the door, another buzzing came from his phone, and he pulled it out to find another photo from Adrienne. 
This one must have been taken by a willing bystander, as it showed Adrienne and Gerard posing together, from their ankles upwards. Noah’s cock stiffened again, to see Adrienne like that, in her tiny little skin-tight dress that only came down to her upper thighs, almost showing the tops of her white stockings. Had she pushed up the hem a little since the night had begun? Pressing her body against Gerard, who looked smart in his suit and tie, head and shoulders taller than Adrienne. 
Hand on her hips, flaunting her curves, Adrienne looked so fresh-faced, so smiley, so plainly excited by what was going on. Gerard positively smoldered beside her, confident, but perhaps concealing a hint of disbelief that he’d gotten so lucky tonight.
Noah held his phone in one hand and stroked his hardness a few times through his pants with the other. God, they looked good together, but it was so strange seeing her beside a stranger like that, in the kind of pose that really identified them as a couple. She was so familiar, and her familiarity was completely tied to him as his wife. Yet this photo suggested she was already someone else’s.
He shivered again, but then forced himself to calm down and reply to her picture. She was, after all, sending these pictures to test his resolve, to make sure he really was all right with all this—that was the feeling he got, at least.
[Noah]: You look so gorgeous, honey. And you can tell how much he wants you ;-)
A few moments later, as he was exiting the room, Adrienne texted him back:
[Adrienne]: My God he’s really cute
Noah smiled to himself, chuckled, even though her words were making him feel all light-headed, even a little queasy again. Well, he wanted Adrienne to enjoy herself. It was just terrifying to hear her drooling all over the guy. Perhaps the perfect experience would be having her fuck a guy she really didn’t like other than for his body. Then the jealousy would be a little lighter. But he got the impression Adrienne needed to really like a guy before sleeping with him.
Back down the other end of the hallway, Noah reached the elevator only to receive another picture from Adrienne.
This one must also have been taken by a willing bystander. It showed Adrienne and Gerard making out. 
Noah felt his heart seize up. 
Jesus. 
He was doubling over, gasping for breath…
‘Are you all right, young man?’
An old lady approached him. Noah did his best to stand upright, straighten up, breathe normally, calm down. 
‘Uh… yeah… thanks. I’m okay.’
The old lady smiled knowingly, flashing her eyes at him. ‘You be careful, then,’ she said. ‘Don’t have any more to drink tonight.’
Noah tried to smile back at her as casually as possible. ‘I won’t. Thank you. I’ll be fine. On my way back to my room…’
She nodded and turned to walk away. Noah stepped into the elevator and allowed the doors to close behind him before looking at the screen of his phone again. God. The picture had such a powerful effect on him. It wasn’t explicit or anything—just a shot from their shoulders upward, Adrienne and Gerard with their heads tilted, eyes closed, tenderly kissing like lovers at the end of a first date. 
Adrienne seemed slightly flushed, but so into the kiss. Terrifying—and yet thrilling.
Back downstairs, Noah rushed back to the wedding reception, his feet hardly seeming to touch the floor. He felt almost panicked, the confusing mix of emotions inside him threatening to tear himself apart as he ran—the terror that he was in the process of losing his wife balancing the burning lust and desire to witness them together.
Finally reaching the dance floor, he caught sight of Gerard leading Adrienne back out into the middle as the band started playing another slow number. Her arms went around him, his arms went around her, and then they were kissing again, only this time right before Noah’s eyes. So good together, the affection, the obvious attraction was just frightening.
But Noah was almost painfully hard watching them, the arousal burning brightly within his body.
The two of them broke apart after a long, passionate kiss and Adrienne was smiling, giggling, flirting, lost in Gerard’s eyes. Two dance steps, and then they were back together, lips locking, tongues delving, hands roaming. 
It felt like there was little Noah would be able to do to keep Adrienne from wanting to take this guy back to her room. That was what he wanted, though, wasn’t it? He wanted the powerful, smart, charming African American man to take his wife for a ride. 
Noah watched the kiss break up again, Adrienne resting her head against Gerard’s shoulder as she held up her smartphone to send a text message. He watched his wife send the text, and felt his own phone buzzing in his pocket as it arrived.
[Adrienne]: Where are you? Somewhere near the dance floor? I can’t see you.
Gerard gave a half smile, amused that his dance partner was apparently still trying to tease her girlfriend, show off about the guy she’d seduced on the dance floor. Noah knew the truth, but he was enjoying texting with his wife while she was in the process of seducing this guy.
He replied:
[Noah]: I’m here. I can see you. Naughty girl ;-)
Adrienne smiled at his text, and tried to look out through the remaining dancers to the people milling around the edge of the dance floor, but the lights were all directed toward the dance floor, not outside it. 
[Adrienne]: You’re really, really sure about this? He’s so hot! 
[Noah]: I’m really, really sure. I’m so hard watching you with him. It’s going to be so hot when you get him back to the room :-P
And at that, Noah felt a flash of awkward heat surge through his system. Shit. He’d forgotten to drop off the box of condoms for her. He’d gone all the way up to the room purely to do that, but when he’d got there he’d been too distracted. He’d cleaned up the room, gotten everything ready—except that he’d left the condoms in his pocket.
He watched as Adrienne gave one last glance outward to look for her husband, then appeared to give up, and stretched up on her tiptoes to coax her new lover back into a passionate kiss. 
Then he withdrew from the edge of the dance floor again, and slipped out of the wedding reception, back out into the cool air of the large hallway that led to the elevators up. Noah felt a little crushed—his stupidity meant he was going to miss seeing them getting cozy on the dance floor. The final intimate steps they took before Adrienne finally invited him up to her room.
The elevator was painfully slow, frustratingly slow. Noah tried to hang on to positive thoughts. At least Adrienne was having fun, at least things were going well with Gerard, at least the two of them were unbelievably hot together, even if he would miss much of seeing them together.
When he came out the other end, on the sixth floor, another text message came in from Adrienne:
[Adrienne]: He’s such an amazing kisser. I’m so wet already 
Noah broke into a run down the hallway back to the room, more and more certain that he was running out of time to leave the condoms safely in the room.
Fiddling with the door key card, his hands were shaking so much he dropped it, and even simply stooping to pick it up again felt like he was wasting so much time. Then, inevitably, the key card failed once, twice, three times. Another text from Adrienne:
[Adrienne]: He has his hands under my dress. They’re so big and strong and warm… I hope nobody can see! Except maybe you, honey…
Finally, the little green light came on and the lock mechanism clicked open. Noah jumped on the door handle to launch himself into the room, dashing headlong toward the bed, and the bedside table on the right-hand side, where Adrienne would usually lie.
He slid open the drawer, pushed the Gideon Bible out of the way—then on second thought, removed it from the drawer entirely—and placed the box of Trojan Magnum condoms right there in the middle of the drawer where no one could miss it. 
[Adrienne]: He was slipping his fingers under my dress and stroking my breasts, even my nipples… God… I think I very nearly came just like that…
He dived over the bed and transferred the Gideon Bible to the other bedside table on the other side of the bed, feeling bad about leaving it in a drawer with a box of condoms, even if he wasn’t all that religious. 
Only, now he’d messed up the bed. It looked like someone had slept in it already.
Oh, it was stupid, but he wanted it to look perfect, pristine. 
[Adrienne]: Oh Jesus, honey… he had his hands all over my butt… and then he was stroking me… there… through my panties… are you there, honey?
Finally, the room looked perfect again. Noah stood still for a moment, catching his breath, surveying the scene. He pulled his phone out to check on his messages from Adrienne and very nearly came himself as he read them.
[Adrienne]: Sweetie are you there? You gotta tell me if you don’t want this… God… I can feel his thing pushing against me… it’s so huge… I want it so badly…
Noah felt his heart beat racing, his cock was so unbelievably hard reading about his wife being so flirty and naughty on the dance floor with Gerard. 
[Adrienne]: Are you there honey? The wedding reception’s kind of over. I guess it is nearly midnight. The DJ said this is the last song. I asked G if he wants to go with me to my room… hope you don’t mind.
Noah checked the time stamp on the message, and it showed that she’d sent it five minutes previously. Where had all that time gone? 
His blood ran cold. If she’d sent it five minutes previously, the two of them would already be well on their way up to the room. Certainly in the elevator, if not the hallway. 
It wasn’t safe for Noah to even leave the room.
He had to find somewhere to hide.



Chapter Six
 
 
 
Adrienne was giggling and laughing as the two of them virtually fell into the hotel room, the door slamming shut loudly behind them. 
‘Your friend, the chaperone, gonna be okay with me coming up to your room?’ Gerard said, his voice a deep, rich baritone. 
‘Of course!’ She grinned, pulling him toward her, reaching up to kiss him again, her hands clutching him around the waist.
He stooped a little and kissed her deeply, his hand venturing down to cup one of her buttocks as one of hers snaked around the back of his neck to lock his mouth to hers.
‘Is she gonna want any more pictures?’ he asked Adrienne regarding her made-up girlfriend on the other end of her phone, now holding her hips with both large hands, moving her bodily toward the bed.
Adrienne moaned as they continued to kiss, and she allowed him to place her down on the edge of the bed, then lie on top of her.
‘I’m not sure…’ she answered him, and moaned again, clearly loving the feeling of being completely swamped by this large, strong man, feeling his body heavy against her, his powerful muscles seeming as though they could snap her like a twig if he so wanted, and the hardness between his legs now resting against her hot, sensitive sex felt just plain huge…
‘I’m not sure I want to keep stopping for pictures,’ Gerard said, breaking away from their kiss now, pushing himself up above her on his elbows. ‘And I’m not sure I want your friend to have more pictures…’
Adrienne smirked up at him and giggled. ‘Just a few then,’ she said, ‘and they can be for me, not my friend.’
‘For you?’
‘I don’t know if I’m going to see you again, do I?’ she laughed. 
‘You can if you want,’ he said, his smile broad, his teeth perfectly white. ‘But what d’you need the pictures for?’
Another giggle. ‘Girls like looking at hot pictures too, you know. While we…’
‘While you…’ he prompted.
‘You know… take care of business…’
The big man picked himself up from the bed, beaming ear-to-ear at this funny, sexy little brunette. ‘Well when you put it like that…’ he said, taking off his jacket, slipping it over the back of the chair.
‘I do!’ Adrienne’s face lit up as she sat up on the edge of the bed, watching him take a step back as though he was going to perform for her. 
Gerard pulled off his shirt without even unfastening any of the buttons. A neat trick. Adrienne cooed at the sudden exposure of his muscular torso, and now held up her smartphone to snap a few pictures of him—and a few more as he removed his socks, and dropped his pants. 
‘I like the thought of you… taking care of business…’ the tall, athletic man said taking a step toward her as she snapped a picture of him standing there in just a pair of skin-tight lycra boxer shorts, his huge package producing the most almighty bulge out in front.
‘A girl’s got to do what a girl’s got to do.’
From behind the curtain, Noah felt his phone buzzing, and struggled to reach it and switch off the vibrate feature before it alerted the slightly intimidating Gerard to the fact that there was another man hiding here in the room as he seduced Adrienne.
His wife had sent him one of the pictures she’d just taken of her new lover, standing there in his underwear, providing full evidence of a very gifted anatomy.
Her accompanying text message very simple:
[Adrienne]: Are you really, really, really sure about this???
Noah’s heart was racing as though he’d just sprinted the 40-yard dash. The feelings he was having were intense—there could be no doubting, he was absolutely terrified just now. The easy chemistry between his wife and this love rival, the affectionate way they looked at each other, touched each other, spoke to each other… and then the pure physical splendor of this man’s body… Noah was absolutely petrified that his wife would come back to him but no longer want him. And yet at the same time, he’d never experienced anything as thrilling as this, and so far it was only really anticipation. The sight of his wife so clearly enjoying herself, ecstatic in the energy of this new relationship, in the adoration of a gorgeous stranger who was not obligated by marriage to complement or worship her. 
He so wanted to see this man ravish her. To see her being naughty, dirty, sexy, her trim body on fire as he touched her, as he entered her.
He texted her a response:
[Noah]: I’m really, really, really sure, honey. Have fun, condoms are in the drawer xxx
She didn’t know he was hiding in the room, either. Noah decided to keep it that way—let her do as she pleased with this guy without feeling the pressure of providing a show for her husband, or worrying that something she might do would hurt his feelings. 
Noah had a nice little hole in the curtain from which to see everything—and the huge mirror that spread across the wall behind the TV was perfect for giving him vision on the bed from almost every angle.
Gerard saw her peering at the phone screen and said, ‘You are sending her a picture, aren’t you?’
She giggled. ‘I’m just telling her everything’s fine, she doesn’t have to keep worrying about me.’
Gerard turned back from where he’d been hanging up his suit pants in the closet—no leaving them in a pile on the floor for this stylish lothario, that was for sure.
‘No more pictures,’ he said.
‘Not even for me?’ she grinned.
‘You’ll just have to use your memories of tonight when you’re… taking care of business.’ 
Adrienne nodded, and opened the bedside drawer a crack as though merely to slip the phone in there, but Noah could see her looking for the packet of condoms—and seeing it there, take huge reassurance that her husband really was on board with this, this really was what he wanted to happen.
He wouldn’t buy her condoms if he wasn’t absolutely fine about her using them, after all.
‘We’ll have to make it memorable then,’ she said, dropping the phone in the drawer.
‘Come here.’
She stood, reached up, slung her arms over his shoulders, pulling herself into another passionate kiss. Noah felt his stomach being squeezed as though by an invisible vice as he watched them just kissing each other, for ages and ages, hands roaming all over each other’s bodies, lips pressing against lips, tongue sliding against tongue. 
Noah was feeling a touch more jealous, a touch more insecure than he thought he would. Oh, he trusted Adrienne, trusted her as much as a man could trust a wife. But the way she kissed this man, the way she held him, touched him. It seemed like a first date, a first date that would lead to a second, a third, a fourth, then questions about seeing each other regularly, moving in together, maybe committing their lives to each other.
He had to purposefully stop himself from thinking that way, he had to force his paranoia into a little locked box at the back of his brain—that was the only way to cope with this.
She was letting him fondle her breasts through that thin dress, squeeze her butt, pull her body against him and that huge manhood stowed away behind nothing but a thin covering of lycra-rich cotton. Emitting thrilled little moans as he kissed her neck, as his fingers slipped under her dress to seek out those hard nipples of hers.
So what if he hadn’t been trapped in this room? Noah would have been downstairs at the wedding reception as it came to a close, forced to wonder what was going on upstairs, what was happening to his wife, just how the adultery was going to go. Maybe it would have been easier to deal with it, not being in the room. He’d be able to go out for a late-night drive, maybe get some drive-thru somewhere, something to just distract himself.
Instead, he was leaning against the corner of the room behind a curtain, watching his wife lay down, outstretched on her back across the mattress before the large, dark-skinned man lay over her, wrapping his bulging arms around her head as he kissed her, her knees locking his body in place over her.
God.
Noah was so hard. He had to focus on the arousal, not the fear. 
Gerard was kissing her neck, he’d already figured out that it drove her crazy, made her wetter than wet. His hands were all over her breasts, and it wasn’t long before one of them was between her legs, stroking her there, feeling for himself just how wet she was for him.
The way they smiled at each other when they caught each other looking… Noah was so unnerved by it—and yet somehow, all that fear and trepidation only made the excitement more intense. It drew out the adrenaline, it quickened the blood, it made his bulging erection throb like there was electricity zapping through it.
Noah watched the man kissing up along Adrienne’s thighs, enjoying the erotic textures of her white stockings, the lacy tops, the garters. So envious of him, that she would dress up for him when she never wore such finery for her husband. That she would shave her sex for him…
Gerard reached under her dress with two hands and peeled down her panties. Panties she’d deliberately put on outside her garters for easy access. The man kissed her flat stomach, down her abdomen, then reached up to kiss her mouth while his fingers found her bare sex. 
Noah caught his breath as he managed to just about see the man’s hand between her thighs, his fingers slipping inside her. And Jesus, in the close confines of this relatively small room, he could already smell his wife’s arousal.
She was really, really wet for this stranger.
‘Oh please…’
Gerard kissed his way down her stomach, and this time continued moving between her legs, slipping his arms around her thighs and her hips as he nibbled her soft, smooth flesh around her sex. 
‘Please…’
Adrienne reached down, her fingers brushing through his hair, stroking him as he began to eat her pussy. 
‘Oh Gerard…’
Noah felt his legs turning to jelly. The noises his wife was making as this other man sucked on her pussy—the sighs, the gasps, the moans—were both insanely hot and horrifically alarming. What had he expected? Had he expected the man to simply go with Adrienne into a room and pull out his dick, then shove it straight into her a few times before leaving? 
But it was so sexy, the way she moved for him, gyrating her hips slightly as he feasted on her, her chest rising and falling with heavy breathing, her hands gently stroking up and down his powerful arms, her whole body undulating in the most wonderfully graceful—feminine—way as she lay there with her knees raised, her head tilted back, her eyes closed. 
Did she move like this for her husband?
Gerard just devoured her, pressing his face into her pussy, going at her like there was no tomorrow, groaning and grunting as though he was a starving man and this his only sustenance. 
Noah couldn’t remember the last time he’d gone down on her. Immediately, it was all he could think about doing, it was verging on an obsession. And this new resolve only strengthened as he saw her suddenly gasping for breath, her body jerking, shuddering, her face screwing up. 
 ‘Fuck…fuck…’
He nearly came himself as he watched this other man make his wife come with his mouth and hands. 
‘Oh… oh… oh…’
Had Noah ever made his wife come through oral sex alone? He feared not…
‘Mmm… you taste good…’ the large man said from between her thighs.
‘Oh… oh Jesus…’ Adrienne was out of breath. ‘I don’t… I don’t think that ever… happened… before…’
‘You never?’ Gerard smiled as he pulled himself up over her again. 
‘Not like that,’ she said. ‘You know… not without... being inside me…’
Noah felt a shiver shoot down his spine. How had he never made her come other than through penetration? He felt envy ooze out of his pores at what this man Gerard had achieved with his wife—and at the same time, it thrilled him that this man was good, that he was giving her an incredible experience. And he resolved to be better in future. His cock throbbed at the thought of rising up to the challenge of making his wife come that way himself.
The lovers kissed, and Adrienne didn’t seem at all put off by the fact that his face was slick with her juices. But now she rolled him over so that he was on his back on the bed, and she was kneeling beside him on the mattress, peeling off her dress, dragging it up and over her head, throwing it to the floor.
She wasn’t worried about hanging up her clothes, that was sure. Only Gerard. Adrienne was more focused on the bulge between the man’s thighs, which her nearest hand now found, and began to grope.
They kissed deeply as her hand curled around his shaft through the thin material of his underwear, massaging it, coaxing it, teasing it. 
Noah felt as though his heart was beating in his throat as he watched his wife kissing her way down the man’s hairless, muscle-bound chest, her hands moving to his waist, tucking into the top of his boxer shorts to disrobe him.
God, he was huge. It was like an animal in its own right, a huge python that stood upright, proud, potent. Adrienne curled her fingers around it, and ducked down to take the tip into her mouth.
Noah nearly lost it again. His beautiful wife—his loyal, decent wife—now had her pretty lips stretched around the head of another man’s cock.
Oh God.
Gerard reached between her thighs to slide his fingers back inside her dripping pussy as she sucked on his big prick, her mouth only able to take half of his length, her fingers helped stroke and pump the rest. She moaned as she sucked on him, and it wasn’t any kind of an act. Noah could tell she was getting off on touching this strange cock, this prick that didn’t belong to her husband.
She was a naughty, dirty, pretty thing, and she was going wild filling her cheeks with a dick she had absolutely no business seeing, let alone touching, let alone taking inside her. Kissing it all over, licking from base to shaft and back again, stroking the huge thing all over her velvet cheeks, her nose, her forehead.
It was so wrong, so obviously wrong, Gerard looked so very different to her husband—and yet like the fear, the very wrongness only leant power to the experience, for her, and for Noah.
And now, at last, the big man was climbing off the bed, and Adrienne was sliding herself over the mattress to where he now stood, lying on her back with her butt by the edge of the mattress, ready for him to part her legs and enter her. 
Noah was all light-headed again, frantic. Panic was threatening to seize his heart, he had to actively suppress it and embrace the thrill of Adrienne completing her adultery. Behind the curtain, he shifted subtly, now peering around the edge of the fabric rather than through the hole in the middle, so that he could see around Gerard’s hip as the man stood between Adrienne’s thighs, that huge great staff swinging over her offered sex.
He had to be careful, he had to prevent himself from making a sound when it happened, from reacting, from doing anything stupid to try to prevent it. It was too late to prevent it. Too late for questions about whether he and Adrienne would cope with this impact in their marriage.
Gerard held her hips and slid his brutally erect cock over her glistening, open pussy. 
‘Wait!’ Adrienne suddenly said, bringing the big African American to a halt.
Noah was stunned. He could see the doubt and uncertainty in Adrienne’s face—and loved her for it—but now that she’d stopped her lover, Noah felt sharp disappointment that she might get this far, and not go all the way. Was she frightened how it would affect their marriage? Was she worried it would hurt her husband?
Or was she herself having doubts about the morality of doing this, even if her husband was firmly behind her? Noah hoped fervently that she wasn’t going to decide that none of this was for her.
Then she said, ‘I have protection. In the drawer.’
Gerard looked at her a moment, blankly. Noah could see the man’s expression in the mirror behind the TV. Then a moment later, his face broke out into another one of his broad smiles. He reached for the drawer, and found the box of Trojans.
‘You’ve come prepared,’ he said in that deep baritone, and crouched, taking one of the condoms before tearing it from its packet, and though Noah couldn’t quite see it, he rolled the sheath down over his stiffness. Then he said, ‘Perfect fit.’ And stood up.
Adrienne smiled up at her new lover as he positioned himself back between her legs, and now lined up the tip of his rubber-sheathed cock to nudge up against her slippery pussy lips.
Noah gasped, and Adrienne gasped, and Gerard groaned as he now eased forward, against her, filling her tight pussy with his huge member. Noah saw his wife’s face being filled with wonder and joy as this new man stretched her with his big prick, taking advantage of just how insanely wet she was to slide the thing deep inside her, and fill her like she’d never been filled before.
‘Oh… God… Oh… Jesus…’ she panted, as though she’d never ever felt anything so pleasurable before in her life.
It was like watching a virgin’s first time, or at least her first time without her hymen being torn. 
Noah was simultaneously envious of Gerard, jealous of what the man was doing to his wife, and fiercely turned on by seeing the man’s giant cock pumping in and then out of his wife’s beautifully shaven pussy, the man’s latex-clad shaft glistening with her copious juices.
 Jesus. The man was fucking her. He was fucking Adrienne. 
He lay on her, and Adrienne locked her legs and arms around him, pulling him tight into her as his hips pumped and his butt squeezed and he thrust his powerful column deep into her time and time again. 
The air was so hot in there, and now saturated with the dark scent of sex, of Adrienne’s arousal, of her perfume, of Gerard’s cologne, of perspiration. It was almost intoxicating to Noah, who now couldn’t prevent himself from slipping his own hard cock out of his fly, to touch it and squeeze it as he watched the large African American man pounding into his wife, with Adrienne flushed and a little shiny from sweat, moaning, gasping, crying a little as the stranger fucked her.
Wow. 
She was being so bad, it really was irresistible to Noah. He wanted her more and more with every moment, and yet it wasn’t a mental thing somehow. His body was simply craving her more and more as he watched this man fuck her. It was something instinctive. As he watched his woman being taken, his body was girding itself up with adrenaline, preparing him to go take on this rival and then reclaim Adrienne for his own.
 But as the two on the bed switched places, with Gerard lying on his back, so that Adrienne could straddle him and mount him, Noah felt amused at the thought of himself trying to take on the big man. He’d have been swatted out of the way like a fly.
With Adrienne riding her new lover cowgirl style, thanks to the mirror Noah could see everything of the other man’s cock entering his wife’s pussy each time. Even though he was the one on his back, Gerard seemed to be doing most of the work, thrusting into her as he held her with those big muscle-bound arms strapped across her back. Frankly it was a wonder she could get so much of the man’s length inside her each time.
Every time he pounded into her, her body shook, shock waves shivered through her shapely buttocks, and she let out a little cry.
Time just fell by the wayside as he watched her riding him, and then Gerard entering her from behind. Noah glanced at the clock on the TV at one point and could not believe it was already 1am. 
Adrienne came again and again, her hair damp, her body glistening with sweat, the bed soaking with her juices. 
Finally, he pulled out, whipped off the condom and held his cock aloft as he shot jet after jet of thick cream over pussy, her abdomen, her stomach, her breasts.



Chapter Seven
 
 
 
It was now, more than at any other point, that Noah regretted offering a Hall Pass that was so open-ended. He’d told Adrienne she could spend the night with another man. 
Well, it was fair enough—supposedly he had spent all night with Virginia Lawson, though he couldn’t remember any of it but the exit.
But slumped down behind the curtain, Noah was exhausted after merely an hour or so of his wife fucking another man. If he couldn’t escape from this room, how was he going to cope with the whole night? 
Because one thing was for certain, Adrienne didn’t seem like she wanted to do much sleeping. She seemed like she wanted to make the most of this damn Hall Pass Noah had given her. And Gerard was perfectly happy to let her, apparently. 
The two of them now lay on the bed, Gerard outstretched on his back, gazing up at the ceiling, Adrienne on her side cuddled up to him, one leg and one arm draped all over him as she gently stroked his powerful, oversize body, feeling out his muscles while gently trying to stir him back into action.
‘Isn’t it crazy? I hardly know you…’ Adrienne was saying.
Gerard smiled broadly. ‘That is kinda the point of a one night stand, huh?’
‘Who said it was a one night stand?’ Adrienne grinned, and the way she said it felt like somebody punching Noah hard right in the middle of the chest. 
What was she talking about? Of course this was supposed to be a one night stand. Where did she get the idea that it might be more than that? 
But along with his outrage at Adrienne for assuming she had permission for more than she really did, deep down there was a quiet air of celebration within Noah. It might have drained him like nothing else before, but this night had been unbelievably wild. And to think that the experience might continue beyond this night, with his wife wanting to be a bad girl beyond the scope of the simple Hall Pass granted to counter-balance Noah’s own mistake—it intrigued and excited him.
‘Oh, you know, I assumed…’ Gerard said modestly.
‘Do I look like the kind of girl who’d only want a one night stand?’
The big man chuckled, said, ‘I’m not sure I’d know…’
All smiley and flirty as she now casually stroked the man’s flaccid—and yet still substantial—member, Adrienne said, ‘I’d hope you wouldn’t be…’
It frightened Noah, too, of course, that his wife was talking about extending her relationship with this charming, gifted man. A wife’s one night stand seemed risky enough to a husband, but what were the chances that she’d fall for someone after a single night. Repeat visits, however, took the chances up significantly. 
Perhaps even exponentially.
And yet he couldn’t help but feel the throbbing of his still-erect cock, and his libido making him feel that despite the logical threat that a continued relationship between Adrienne and this love rival represented, it was sexy as hell that she should want to keep sleeping with two different men, that this weirdly thrilling adventure should continue.
After all, just because his fantasy has been enacted, doesn’t keep a man from still harboring that fantasy.
‘But you are married,’ Gerard said, stunning both Adrienne and Noah with one observation.
‘How did you—’ Adrienne said, voicing Noah’s own question.
Gerard merely smiled again. ‘Oh, you know… the way you look sometimes.’
‘And how does a married woman look?’ 
‘Guilty… sometimes. Worried that someone might catch you. Other times… kind of taken by the whole secret seduction thing—you know, reveling in it. Going with a guy behind your husband’s back.’
She just gazed up at his face, impressed. ‘Am I that obvious?’
Then with a huge smile, he added, ‘And you have a tan line on your finger where your wedding ring would normally be.’
‘And when did you notice that?’
‘When you pressed the button in the elevator.’
Adrienne giggled, ‘And you fucked me anyway?’
Gerard shrugged. ‘None of my business.’
‘Even though you’re sleeping with someone else’s wife?’
‘I don’t see anything that says you’re someone else’s property,’ Gerard pushed himself up on one elbow, then with the other arm reached forward to lift one of Adrienne’s legs so that he could see her sweet, shaven pussy. ‘Nope,’ he said, ‘I believe this means you’re your own woman… you get to decide who you fuck.’
 ‘I guess I do.’
Behind the curtain, Noah shivered. Was Adrienne really being talked into declaring her sexual independence from their marriage? Or was she merely going along with the flow, keeping up with the conversation, maintaining a front to win Gerard’s trust for the rest of the night, since she’d been rumbled in attempting to keep her marital status a secret?
There was something so sexy about the way she was talking, though. The self-confidence, the assertion, the way she embraced the wickedness of adultery. 
Noah sat there behind the curtain, hard as a rock, desperate to take his wife back and make her his again—but quietly jubilant that his wife wanted more than just this one-night Hall Pass. 
‘You decided to fuck me,’ Gerard said, looking down at his loins, ‘so I respected your decision.’
Adrienne laughed, and Noah saw that the man’s cock, locked in her two hands now, was stiffening up again rapidly. Jesus. The man needed no recovery time. ‘You’re a stud and a feminist,’ she giggled.
Gerard smiled. ‘Chicks dig a feminist.’
‘Especially if he has a big dick,’ she said, holding up the aforementioned article, to gaze at it as though it was made of purest diamond.
‘Uh-huh…’ the big man moaned as Adrienne slipped her lips around the head of that huge thing once again.
God, she looked addicted to that thing. Noah was both strangely aroused by the notion, and just plain terrified. What if she was now spoiled for average-sized men like himself? Stretched beyond the point where her husband could give her pleasure. 
And yet, if she ended up needing something large to get her truly going, there was something weirdly exciting about her having the freedom to go out there and get it.
As he watched, he noticed that Adrienne was quietly touching herself while she was licking and sucking on her new lover’s cock, stroking its length with her cheeks, her neck, even her breasts, as though more to feel it against her, and revel in the unfamiliarity of another man’s cock, than to actually give him pleasure.
He felt a warm glow inside him, watching her like that. It somehow emphasized to him that this was all an experience he had given Adrienne. Sure, the Hall Pass had been intended to mitigate his own bad behavior, but at the end of the day Adrienne had not intended to use it fully, to its final conclusion like this. She’d just wanted to teach him a lesson. But instead of some kind of petty emotional payback between husband and wife, it had really turned on its head, it had become an incredible sexual adventure for them to share.
If, that was, she still wanted to return to her husband after this incredible experience. If she didn’t… well, then this would all turn out to be one big tragic mistake for Noah.
For mental stability, he had to trust that such a worst case scenario was not going to happen.
In the meantime, though, he felt so very tired, so completely drained of energy, that he wasn’t sure he would be able to cope with another round of watching Adrienne with her new lover. And what would happen if he passed out, and then he was discovered? 
 It was already getting intense again. Adrienne had his large member locked between her breasts, her hands firmly cupping herself to keep him there as she rocked back and forth, gently pumping him. Noah watched agog—this was not something she’d ever done with him—for a while, feeling his pulse beginning to race again, his cock throbbing hard.
Gerard moaned as she toyed with him, and it struck Noah that the excitement he felt was for Adrienne feeling like she could break the rules with this stranger, do things she didn’t usually do.
‘God that feels good…’ Gerard groaned, and Noah felt his curiosity tempting him to stay, to stick it out and see what Adrienne did next, what else she might do that she’d never done with her husband.
But he was also wondering if the two of them were absorbed in each other enough for him to sneak out of the room. He was even thinking maybe he’d be able to crawl along the floor—slither like a snake if he had to—and if he was lucky they wouldn’t see. 
It was just too much risk. And with that big mirror behind the TV, it just added to the visibility anyone on the bed would have around them.
Then Adrienne said to Gerard, ‘You know, there’s something I always wanted to try…’
Noah’s ears pricked up. What was she talking about?
‘Okay…’ Gerard said.
Adrienne knelt up, and was actually blushing faintly. ‘I… never tried it before…’
Noah felt the butterflies stirred up in his stomach again, a touch of nausea. What had Adrienne never done before sexually? 
Well, there was one thing that immediately sprang to mind, something Noah had never done, either. But that was just plain shocking for him to even contemplate.
‘A virgin, huh?’ Gerard chuckled, that broad smile sweeping across his face once again.
‘You’d have to go easy on me,’ she said, in a little voice that made her seem suddenly much younger than she was.
‘Oh, I can go as easy as you like.’
Noah felt flames flickering inside his chest. Was she really going to… would she really do that with this guy?
And at the same time, he was as hard as he’d ever been, his cock throbbing, his heart racing, his blood vessels roaring with adrenaline. 
Adrienne giggled, ‘Okay… so why don’t we take a nice hot shower together, and maybe I’ll pluck up the courage…’
Noah tried to calm down, taking long, deep breaths as quietly as he could. It wasn’t as though Adrienne was doing anything wrong, per se. The Hall Pass they’d both agreed had not exactly stipulated any kind of limits on what she did with her chosen suitor. 
But Jesus… was she really going to let this stranger take her anal cherry?
He watched them, aghast, as they went through into the little bathroom and—mercifully—closed the door behind them. He heard the shower starting up, the sound of the shower curtain being pulled aside. The sound of their voices, chatting and laughing, muffled by the bathroom door. 
For a while, Noah just sat there, somewhat stunned. Was she really going to do it? But Gerard’s cock was so unbelievably huge… surely she wouldn’t want that for her first time. And yet from the evening’s evidence, he got the feeling that his wife was bold enough to at least try it. God knew she’d gotten on board this whole fantasy of sleeping with another man fairly quickly after realizing Noah wanted more than just the tease of the Hall Pass idea.
Well, what was he afraid of? That it would be another thing she would be desperate to get from other men, because she didn’t feel comfortable doing such a thing with her husband? Hardly something he’d lose her to.
And, it was kind of hot, in a way. That she wanted to experiment, that she wanted to do something so dirty, so taboo. 
Beneath the sound of the shower, he heard Adrienne moaning again, and it snapped Noah out of his daze. He suddenly realized this was his prime opportunity to escape the room—if not now, then perhaps he’d never get another chance. His curiosity might be pushing him to stay and find out what happened with his wife’s little experiment, but his tired and aching body was crying out for a break. He needed a little fresh air, even though it turned him on to breathe that wicked scent of his wife’s infidelity. He needed to sit down—and probably lie down somewhere. He needed sleep, even though to sleep would be to skip over this most exciting of times, his wife’s ongoing adultery.
With some regret and more than a little trepidation, he broke from his hiding place, slipping out from behind the curtain to weave his way past the little table and chairs in the corner of the room, and head past the bed. As he was passing the bed he saw Adrienne’s little white lacy thong lying forlorn on the carpet. He stooped to pick it up. 
He passed the bathroom and nearly jumped out of his skin as Adrienne let out a sharp cry. It took a moment for him to be certain she was crying out in pleasure, but for a moment while he was next to the bathroom door it seemed so close to him that she was either responding to him being there, or crying out to him for help. Nevertheless, he managed to pass by and just about get the door out of the room open and closed behind him without making much of a sound. Only the door’s locking mechanism re-engaging gave him trouble once he had left the room, but walking away down toward the elevators he could only hope that the lovers in the bathroom would be so focused on each other that they would not hear it.
Then he was away, the air in the hallway seeming chilled by comparison to the room, with only the faint smell of cleaning products and new carpeting to accompany him down to the elevators. 
As he waited to descend back down to the ground level, Noah held the little scrap of lace up to his nose and breathed in a chestful of his wife’s personal scent, the dark smell of her arousal. He almost needed it just to check he’d not just dreamed that whole bizarre experience watching Adrienne with another man. 
Then he slipped the tiny thong back into his pocket, and quietly made his way to the hotel bar, which seemed like the only place still open now that the wedding festivities had come to an end.



Chapter Eight
 
 
 
A drink would help him figure out what he was going to do all night, since he was apparently shut out of his room until the morning under the terms of the Hall Pass. It might also help him cope with the idea that Adrienne was going to be with Gerard all night, doing things she apparently wouldn’t even consider doing with her husband. The burn of the Bourbon going down his throat offered some small distraction.
Sitting there, it was almost like some kind of a dream going on. Was his wife really up in a room in this very hotel, getting plowed by a stranger she’d met at a wedding? After a couple of Bourbons, he had to retrieve her thong from his underwear just to confirm that it was really happening. 
He held it up to his nose, inhaled that sexy smell. The dark spice of her arousal, of her pussy made soaking wet by the actions of another man.
God, the man was about to take his wife’s ass. Nobody had ever done that, she’d never even considered it before as far as Noah knew, and certainly hadn’t offered it to him. Yet here she was, acting like some rebellious teenager.
If he hadn’t been so very turned on by the idea, he probably would have been horrified. 
Next thing he knew, the lifelong nonsmoker would probably be sharing a post-coital cigarette with her new lover, hanging out of the window in an effort to escape the hotel’s no smoking policy. 
Oh but it was so sexy, the way she was being. Slutty. Not a great word for it, but getting there. A man would probably have just been labeled ‘adventurous’ or ‘eager’ or something like that. The language had to catch up with the times.
‘Well, hello there!’ 
He recognized the voice, of course. Just hadn’t expected it here, at this particular wedding. 
The blonde. 
Quietly, he squirreled away his wife’s stolen underwear, hoping desperately that he hadn’t been caught with it.
‘Are you stalking me?’ he asked her, without even attempt at small talk, neglecting any effort to be witty or charming or wry. 
Virginia Lawson, her very own self, was sitting only a few seats down at the bar. Noah received what felt like a small shock in his chest on seeing her there. He didn’t know whether to curse her for spreading the gossip all about his unfortunate wake-up—or hug her and thank her for prompting this night’s incredible sexual adventure with Adrienne.
She looked good in a white dress with a plunging neckline that showed off a lot of her cleavage. She’d had her hair straightened since that night he’d escaped from her room, you might even say she looked a touch more grown-up, if that was possible. But he shivered to gaze upon her again, recalling the image of her naked in that bed, flaunting herself before him. Those long, smooth legs. Her unbelievable porn-star shaven pussy.
‘We all knew each other in high school, right?’ she said, her tone entirely innocent. Her accent was a little more country than he remembered. 
‘But you’re much… you’re younger than she is.’
Virginia shrugged. ‘She was a senior when I was a freshman. Everyone knew her. Most people knew me. We had a small school.’
Noah felt a little crest-fallen. This was all because Adrienne was such an expert at getting invitations to weddings she really needn’t have attended. 
‘Couple more weddings later this year I’ll be going to,’ she said with a silent laugh in her smile, ‘Guess maybe you’ll be there, too?’
Noah hadn’t really checked which weddings Adrienne was dragging him to the rest of the year. All he knew was that none of them involved his friends, none of them involved anyone he really knew. Sure, it was possible they were other weddings of Adrienne’s high school Facebook buddies.
‘I didn’t see you at the ceremony,’ Noah said, his tone softer, without the edge of accusation. ‘Or the reception.’
She chuckled, ‘I was keeping a low profile since Adrienne was there.’ Noah felt himself bristling as the blonde stepped down from her stool, and took a few steps toward him, to take the stool beside him.
‘Right,’ he nodded. Again, her explanation seemed reasonable. The bartender came to freshen up their drinks. Vodka and tonic for the blonde. He could smell her perfume—overly sweet, like bubble gum. Made him think of a high school girl, actually. Maybe she hadn’t progressed much since then.
‘Just keeping out of the way, you know?’ she was saying, as though there needed to be further explanation. ‘At least from you guys.’
‘Feeling guilty?’ he asked her.
She shrugged. ‘Didn’t want to get into something with your wife,’ she said, and took a slow sip of her new drink. ‘You know… spoil the wedding and all.’
‘You shouldn’t have said anything…’ Noah said, a hint of menace in his voice.
‘Hey, it was Marie Banyon who spilled, not me.’ Her eyes flashed with self-righteousness for a moment. 
Noah took a drink, and said, ‘You could have been a little more reluctant to confirm the story.’
She laughed. ‘So your wife could be in blissful ignorance the rest of her life? Or were you gonna tell her everything?’ 
Now was his turn to shrug. Would he have told Adrienne everything? Maybe. Maybe not. An edited version of the truth perhaps, being a little more confident in his belief that he hadn’t actually fucked Virginia Lawson at all that night.
Surprising him with a tone that was suddenly almost forgiving, or at least softened in understanding, Virginia said, ‘Maybe you didn’t really have anything to tell her anyway.’
Noah put his glass down and turned his head to look at her, his jaw dropping. ‘I’m sorry… can I just say a huge ‘huh’?’
The blonde smiled like a femme fatale. ‘Maybe we did it that night, maybe we didn’t.’
He caught his breath. Was she serious? ‘I’m sorry,’ he said, ‘you went out there and told the whole of Facebook that you slept with me, and now you’re saying… maybe it didn’t actually happen?’
She shrugged, took another drink. ‘I’m not saying it didn’t happen… just… you know… I guess neither one of us remembers it.’
‘Jesus,’ Noah hissed. He leaned back a touch too much before realizing he was on a stool, not a chair with any kind of back support. Nearly made a fool out of himself. Thankfully the blonde wasn’t watching, she was gazing guiltily into her drink. 
‘Well it could have happened, right? Probably did, let’s face it. Chances are…’
‘’Probably did’? That’s the best you got? And you go out there and try to wreck my marriage?’ 
The bartender was edging toward them now, a touch concerned at the rising volume of Noah’s voice. He gave an apologetic glance to the guy, along with the kind of expression that said he’d take care to keep it down from now on. The bartender, who looked like he could have picked up Noah bodily and flung him out of the place without his feet touching the ground, gave him a little nod in reply, his eyes saying: ‘I’ll hold you to that.’
Virginia Lawson looked at him and smiled somewhat seductively, flirtatiously twirling a strand of her golden hair as he noticed that a little more of her cleavage was on display to him now. She’d edged her dress a touch more apart. 
‘You know,’ she said, ‘everyone thinks we slept together.’
‘And yet, somehow, I think we didn’t,’ Noah said, feeling himself more than a little vindicated. 
‘But we could, don’t you think?’ the blonde said. ‘I mean… it wouldn’t change anything now, would it? Your wife thinks we fucked. So maybe we should just make sure…’
Noah laughed, but with disbelief instead of any real amusement. ‘You’re kidding, right? You think because neither of us is sure we slept together, we should just sleep together tonight… so we both know for certain?’
She shrugged again. Flushed slightly, like she wasn’t used to having a man say ‘no’ to her, wasn’t quite sure how to respond to it. Well, she was cute, that was for sure. Her basic offer to sleep with him did have Noah’s pulse quickening, even if the outrage he felt over everything and his loyalty to Adrienne kept his instinctive lust firmly in check.
‘I’m sorry…’ he said, voicing his disbelief as sharply as he could without raising the volume, ‘how can you not know whether a guy slept with you or not, anyway? There’s got to be evidence, right?’
‘Evidence?’
‘You know… of fucking someone. I woke up in the shower… I either didn’t sleep with you at all, or I made sure to wash myself pretty well before I collapsed.’
Now she was blushing fiercely. ‘There doesn’t have to be evidence…’
‘Even if we used a condom, there’d be some kind of signs that we really did it…’ Noah said. His expression darkened. ‘We really didn’t do it at all, did we?’
She looked into her drink again, or at least at the ice that was all that remained of it.
‘I think you should tell Adrienne,’ he said firmly. Then a thought struck him: ‘Can I ask… what did you think of her before, in high school? You were a freshman, she was a senior. You couldn’t have known her that well.’
Virginia took a breath. ‘She was… she was the Prom Queen, right? Everyone wanted to be her… or be with her.’
Noah chuckled at this. He hadn’t known this of Adrienne. He knew little of her backstory, though, other than the kind of tame details a husband was permitted since they’d met. Nothing of her social reputation, at least. It was like talking about her exes, it was simply never done. Noah had never been interested, just like Adrienne wasn’t interested in hearing about his exes… and yet now… maybe he was interested.
‘You wanted to be her…’ he said, laying out his deduction, ‘…and here, all these years later… you had an opportunity to make it seem like you’d slept with her husband.’
‘I… it wasn’t like that…’ she insisted. Her acting skills weren’t particularly good. 
The bartender drifted over to refill their drinks again. Noah wondered how late this bar stayed open. 
He told the blonde, ‘I don’t know how you got me in your room, but you made up the whole story about me sleeping with you, didn’t you?’
She said, ‘I swear, I didn’t know, one way or another. For all I knew… for a guy to be alone with me in my room at night… he’s only there for one reason.’
Noah felt a little funny—to be vindicated, entirely, in his eyes. But the fact he was supposed to have cheated on Adrienne had led to the whole Hall Pass thing. 
‘Not if he’s married,’ he argued. ‘We were both drunk enough that it affected our memories. So maybe I walked you back to your room at the end of the evening so you’d be safe.’
‘You woke up in my shower.’
‘Where, apparently, I fell asleep. Perhaps I went into the bathroom to throw up. If I had a lot to drink…’
‘Well…’ she said, brushing her hair back with both hands, as though she was thinking about putting it up in a ponytail, though the effect it had was to thrust out her pert breasts toward him, inviting his gaze. ‘Doesn’t change the fact that your wife thinks we slept together… and you’re obviously still with her, so what’s the problem?’
Now as her breasts threatened to escape her dress, she really did slip a hair band over her gathered locks, to leave her hair up in a ponytail. It somehow took away all the sophistication of her new haircut, made her seem like a college girl at most.
‘The problem…’ he said under his breath, ‘…is that my wife thinks I cheated on her…’
‘But you’re still together, right? She forgave you…’
‘Doesn’t matter… I lost her trust,’ he explained. He didn’t seem to be making much sense to the blonde. ‘If I slept with you now, and she somehow found out that I did… you know, after we’d already nearly split up because she thought I was cheating on her…’
‘What?’ the blonde said. ‘We’d only have slept together once. Just like she thinks.’
Her logic was attractive, but deeply flawed. 
The bartender came over to tell them the place was about to close. Noah looked around them, and it seemed like they were the last remaining in there. 
‘You’re going to find her,’ he said quietly but with intense insistence, ‘and you’re going to tell my wife the truth. If it’s tomorrow morning, or at the next wedding we go to… or Facebook, or email, or whatever. You’re going to say sorry, but you were mistaken. You never slept with me that night, I only escorted you home and then passed out in your shower.’
‘I…’ she said, but it seemed like she’d just plain run out of arguments. Then, rather contrite, she said, ‘You want me to go talk to her now? Is she in your room right now?’
Noah felt himself flush, entirely unconsciously. ‘Uh… no…’ he said, his heart quickening and his manhood thickening considerably all of a sudden as the picture materialized in his head of Adrienne being fucked by that her large African American lover, the two of them sprawled all over that bed, glistening with sweat and reeking of sex. Maybe he was even fucking her in the ass this very moment. 
‘She’s not in your room?’ the blonde’s question was pointed.
‘Uh… no… she is… she’s just asleep…’ he said. He didn’t seem convincing even to himself. 
 Virginia had noticed his blush, the uncomfortable expression on his face, the way he purposefully glanced away from her inquiring eyes. She was just a fraction more intelligent than he’d assumed. 
‘That guy I saw her dancing with tonight…’ she said, and Noah could see in her big, blue eyes that she was piecing everything together in a way he really didn’t want her to. 
Shit.
If only he’d walked away from her earlier.
Shit, shit, shit.
He hadn’t really needed to establish beyond any reasonable doubt that he hadn’t actually cheated on Adrienne. Virginia had been right, she’d forgiven him by now. 
Shit, shit, shit, shit. 
He should have gone, found somewhere to sleep. Gotten another room at the hotel. Driven to a motel somewhere. 
‘She was being really friendly with him,’ Virginia said, suggestively. 
‘No, she… I…’ Noah stammered. 
‘At one point I think I just assumed there was someone else at the wedding in a similar dress to your wife, because… you know… she was all over him…’ the blonde was grinning now, and it seemed somehow victorious. ‘But it wasn’t some other girl in the same dress, was it?’
Noah was silent. The bartender was coming over toward them again, and they both knew he needed them out. 
‘Come on,’ she said. ‘I think you should walk me back to my room. I mean… you wouldn’t want me to be unsafe, right?’ 
Noah felt he had no choice. He went with her out of the bar into the lavish hotel lobby, and didn’t even object when she linked her arm in his like they were some kind of couple.
‘So what were the terms of your forgiveness?’ the blonde said as they walked toward the elevators together, and with the eyes of the night manager behind the reception desk on them as they passed by, Noah felt at severe risk of Virginia blurting something out that could be completely humiliating.
‘Nothing,’ he insisted at first, and squeezed her arm in his in an attempt to get them walking a little more quickly toward the elevators. 
‘I wouldn’t call dancing with that guy ‘nothing’. You knew she was, didn’t you?’
He sighed. The elevator was taking forever to arrive. ‘It was nothing,’ he said. ‘A little dancing.’
‘Oh, I’m not sure about that,’ she laughed. ‘If that was her in that dress, and I think we both know now that it was… they were getting very close on that dance floor, weren’t they?’
Noah stood in stunned silence.
‘In fact,’ she laughed, ‘I think I might have even seen them… making out a little…’
Noah felt terrified and angry all at the same time. Virginia had known this about Adrienne all night, why had she kept the information to herself until just now? She’d been looking to make use of it at the optimum moment.
Why did a cute blonde like her feel the need to blackmail him into bed? Surely she could have slept with virtually anybody she wanted? There had been single men at the wedding, plenty of single men. Adrienne had found a few of them. 
‘It was just a silly little game,’ he said, as at last—and far too late, it seemed—the elevator turned up. 
‘’Silly little game’,’ Virginia mulled over the words as they stepped into the elevator. ‘So you let her dance with some guy… and make out with him… what, some kind of payback because she thinks you cheated on her with me?’
Virginia was giggling. 
‘It was nothing,’ Noah insisted. 
‘Maybe… you know… it’s a little late me telling her… you know… that we think maybe you didn’t sleep with me after all. Don’t you think?’
Dammit, Noah thought. She had him completely on the back foot now. Now, she had enough against him to probably avoid his demand to come clean with Adrienne about what actually happened that night. 
‘Wait…’ Virginia said, and Noah felt his stomach sink into his feet as he saw her eyes just the way they’d been when she’d been making her previous deductions. ‘And where is she right now?’ she asked again.
‘I told you—she’s asleep in our room.’
The blonde gave a dry smile, nodding her head knowingly. ‘Seriously…’ she said, apparently in awe of the conclusion she’d jumped to. ‘You gave her a Hall Pass, didn’t you?’
The elevator opened on the fourth floor. It really hit Noah that this was Virginia’s floor, not his own. Where was this going?
‘I told you, it was just a little game, that’s all.’
She shook her head. ‘It was payback. She got so angry at you… you told her she could have a free pass one night. Maybe the next wedding…’
‘No… look…’ he said, but he’d always been a bad liar. A lousy poker player, too. 
Virginia led the way toward her room, and there was nothing Noah could do but follow. ‘God…’ she said, sounding almost breathless. ‘You guys are so… kinky. I love it.’
‘No, look, it’s nothing…’ Noah insisted. ‘Really… it’s just a little playing around… a little game…’
Virginia laughed again as they rounded a corner to find another long hallway with countless doors running down both walls. ‘You sound as though it’s still happening,’ she said—then stopped and whirled round to face him, mock astonishment on her face.
‘Is it still happening?’ she asked.
‘No… look…’
She gasped melodramatically. ‘If we walked up to your room right now,’ she said, ‘to tell Adrienne that I never slept with you, even though I did… she wouldn’t be sleeping, would she?’
‘Look…’
‘Or at least, not on her own…’ flames danced in Virginia’s eyes. 
Jesus. How had it come to this? How had their dirty little secret come to be ascertained by the most gossipy tattletale on social media? It was like Fate objected to their abuse of marital monogamy. 
‘She’s with him, isn’t she?’ 
‘Look, it’s nothing…’ Noah said, but the cat was out of the bag. 
‘And you’re just letting him sleep with her?’ she asked, her voice inordinately loud. Dozens of people were going to hear her at this wake. She’d wake the dead.
‘Look, can we just go somewhere… a little more private?’ he demanded, exasperated. 
Virginia grinned impishly, and stopped in the hallway, to slide a keycard into one of the doors. It opened first time. 
‘How lucky!’ she laughed. ‘Come inside, sweet thang…’



Chapter Nine
 
 
 
‘Hey, never mind about you cheating on your wife… if people on Facebook hear about this shit, they are never gonna believe it!’ 
Virginia was beside herself with glee as the door closed behind them, sealing the two of them into a hotel room together for the second time.
Jesus. 
Hadn’t he learned? This one was manipulative. And here he was, back in her room. And she wanted sex, he was fairly certain of it.
‘You are not whispering a word of this on Facebook or anywhere else,’ he growled. 
He felt his cell phone buzz in his pocket. Had Adrienne sent him a message? He didn’t feel like pulling out his phone in case Virginia suddenly decided to take it from him to search for evidence for the Hall Pass.
‘And if you do, I’ll go on there and say you’re a serial liar,’ he said, scratching a little at what he could use against her. ‘I’ll tell everybody you made up the stuff about me sleeping with you, and you’ve made all this shit up, too. And you’re so desperate to sleep with me that you’ve turned into some mad bunny boiler.’
‘Hey…’ Virginia reached out to grab his hand, brought it up to her face to kiss it softly. ‘We don’t have to fight…’
‘No…’ Noah snatched his hand away.
‘Come on,’ she smiled, and put her hand up to stroke his cheek now. ‘Your wife is upstairs fucking some other guy… it’s just you and me here… nobody else needs to know…’
‘I’ve told you…’ he stepped back from her, but in the close confines of the room, in the space outside the en-suite bathroom, there wasn’t far for him to go.
‘Where were you going to spend the night?’ she asked him, stepping toward him again. ‘In the lobby on a bench? Were you gonna get another room? Go to a motel?’ 
‘I was…’
‘At least here you have a room, a bed.’
She kissed him, and for a moment, he was badly tempted. She was pretty, she was blonde, she smelled of candy, she was quite plainly as horny as horny could be. And he was already in her room, for the second time. If he escaped, she’d probably go on Facebook to tell the world that she was sleeping with him again, the cheating cheater. 
He broke apart from her, and his half-step backward took him across the threshold of the bathroom. He had a sudden thought, and much to Virginia’s surprise, took a sudden full step back into the bathroom, and quickly closed the door behind him—locking her out.
‘I’ll just be a minute,’ he called out, as though he simply needed to use the facilities. 
‘I’ll be waiting…’ he heard her reply.
Now he sat on the toilet, lid down, just breathing as he gave his head time to stop spinning. He pulled his phone out of his pocket. The message from Adrienne was burning a hole in the screen.
[Adrienne]: Hey honey! Sorry it’s taken me a while to update you! I guess you’ve probably figured out by now… it’s happened. We did it. Just like you wanted. A few times actually! He’s so good… are you okay? Maybe you’re sleeping…
If he wasn’t quite fully hard before, with Virginia trying to blackmail him out there, he was now. Even though he’d seen it with his own two eyes, it was hot to see her confirming it all herself. His wife had cheated on him, if he could use that word. She’d become unfaithful—faithfully unfaithful. He was in on it all. 
She was so sexy. He wanted her badly. Yet she was allowed a full night with the guy.
He responded to her:
[Noah]: That’s so hot, honey! You turn me on so much on right now. Is he asleep? 
Her reply came almost instantly:
[Adrienne]: He’s in the shower again—we keep taking them, we get so sweaty ;-) Not much sleep happening tonight! Did you find somewhere to stay for the rest of the night, honey?
Noah felt his cock throbbing at the thought of Adrienne fucking Gerard incessantly, the two of them getting so slick with sweat they had to keep hitting the showers. God, he wanted her badly.
[Noah]: I was in the bar. Guess who came over to sit with me? I couldn’t get away. Virginia Lawson. She’s been at the wedding the whole time. She basically told me to my face I was right, I never slept with her. 
This time, Adrienne’s reply was a little longer in coming. Like she had to really think about her reply.
[Adrienne]: Yeah I kinda knew she was here at the wedding.
Noah was quick to respond.
[Noah]: She admitted everything - said that night all I did was accompany her to her room so she was safe, and then collapsed in the shower. She made up everything else.
[Adrienne]: It looks that way. I feel pretty awful about how I reacted to it. How I treated you.
He probably should have been angry, but full vindication was a powerful counter to the darkness of rage. And the pain had given rise to an incredible experience—Adrienne, liberated.
[Noah]: You couldn’t be certain, I couldn’t be certain. It’s okay, honey. I’m glad we got to have this adventure tonight.
[Adrienne]: But I thought all kinds of bad things about you… and we end up in this arrangement because of some stupid notion that it’s payback.
[Noah]: No, it’s not payback, sweetie. The payback stopped when you told me you weren’t going any further, and I persuaded you to actually spend the night with Gerard. This is what I want. It’s so hot to think of you with him tonight.
[Adrienne]: I feel so guilty. I was so angry at you. I didn’t trust you. 
[Noah]: Forget it. There’s no point looking back. We’re doing this now. I love it. There’s just one problem…
[Adrienne]: What’s that?
Noah took a long, deep breath. In a way, he was one up on Adrienne, she owed him for not trusting him. And it wasn’t as though this whole blackmail deal was his fault. He figured he might as well tell the truth—she couldn’t be angry with him.
[Noah]: Virginia saw you on the dance floor with Gerard. She’s pieced together what’s going on between me and you and him.
[Adrienne]: And you told her nothing’s happening? 
[Noah]: She figured it out. Nothing I could do persuaded her otherwise—she thinks it would be hilarious to discuss it all on Facebook.
[Adrienne]: Jesus. Where are you now? 
[Noah]: I’m in her room. Locked in the bathroom. She wants to sleep with me. I guess I’m like the one that got away for her. She’s obsessed.
[Adrienne]: Let me guess…. If you sleep with her, she won’t post any of this stuff on Facebook?
[Noah]: Something like that.
[Adrienne]: She’s hilarious.
[Noah]: Hilarious?
Noah was shaken out of his confusion by a knock on the door. Virginia saying: ‘Are you okay in there?’
He called out, ‘Uh… yeah… just a minute…’
Then texted to his wife:
[Noah]: What are you talking about?
A moment or two later:
[Adrienne]: We’ve been teasing you a little ;-)
Noah felt his heart jump a beat. What was she saying? 
[Noah]: Tell me what’s going on.
[Adrienne]: I’m sorry, honey. I got to talking with Ginny on Facebook. 
[Noah]: Ginny?
[Adrienne]: She’s nice, really. I guess when you really look at Facebook, it was Marie Banyon who was posting all the gossip about you and Ginny. She tried a few times to put out the fire, but it only got misinterpreted by others as confirming what Marie said. When I talked to her, she was all apologetic and said she really didn’t think you two had slept together. 
Noah felt confused. 
[Noah]: So I don’t get it… you’re friends with her? She’s not really blackmailing me with threats of posting about our Hall Pass?
[Adrienne]: I told you - she’s nice. We were even hanging out together tonight while you were away. She’s really gotten a bad rep over all this stuff, poor thing. I told her all about our Hall Pass game so she wouldn’t keep feeling guilty about messing up our marriage.
[Noah]: So I can just walk out of here, then? And we’re all good?
He was even up on his feet, ready to get the hell out of there, irritation or even fury building within him about what Adrienne had been pulling all night, about how she’d failed to pass on her findings after investigating with the help of Ginny what had gone on that night.
Then she texted him:
[Adrienne]: You can if you like. Or you could stay with her tonight.
What? 
[Noah]: Stay with her tonight?
[Adrienne]: She’s really nice. And pretty, don’t you think?
What was his wife saying? Why was she extolling the virtues of this woman whom she had no reason to be friends with? Why was she asking him to consider the attractiveness of a blonde who, right now, wanted to seduce him?
He stayed where he was. Texted her back, cautious.
[Noah]: Anyone would think you’re trying to play matchmaker.
[Adrienne]: I asked her to keep an eye on you tonight, while I was off with Gerard. She’d call me if she thought you were having a hard time—only for ages, she couldn’t find you anywhere. And then later on, when it was clear you wanted me to sleep with Gerard… I got to thinking about you and Ginny.
[Noah]: Me and Ginny?
[Adrienne]: I don’t know… part of me wants to know what it feels like. You know… sharing you. I asked her if she got the chance to get you away without anyone else seeing…
[Noah]: Wait… Sharing me?
He felt like a bit of a numb-nuts, keeping on texting questions back to Adrienne based on repeating words she’d just texted him. But what else to do? The two women had been conspiring against him, it seemed, and he was having a hard time figuring out what was what.
[Adrienne]: So you spend the night with Ginny after all, and if I hate it I’ll do my best to forget all about it, and at least it was my idea. And I stay with Gerard, and… well… as I understand, you’re not hating it.
[Noah]: I’m not hating it. I’d prefer just to sleep with you, though, if it was my choice.
Was it a lie? Not really. He was more turned on by the thought of Adrienne sleeping with Gerard, and then returning to him afterward. But at the same time, his cock was chomping at the bit to hear about Adrienne wanting to find out what it was like to share him. It just made her seem even more adventurous, he guessed. 
[Adrienne]: You’re sweet, honey. But see if you can have a little fun with Ginny. She’s nice. She’s sexy. You do what you like with her, and if I want to know, I’ll ask you in the morning.
[Noah]: Okay, I guess.
[Adrienne]: Please? For me? I do kind of want to know what it’s like… why you’re so into this sharing idea. Think of it like me giving you a Hall Pass as well. Just for tonight. Just with Ginny.
Noah signed off:
[Noah]: Okay, sweetie. I’ll see what I can do. Love you xxx
[Adrienne]: Love you… see you in the morning xxx



Chapter Ten
 
 
 
Noah came out of the bathroom, and Ginny looked up at him from the armchair in the corner of the room, expectantly. 
‘Ginny?’ he said to her.
She broke out into a smile. ‘That’s what friends call me. You just talk to Adrienne?’
‘Uh-huh.’
‘So?’
‘Looks like I’m spending the night with you after all.’
‘That’s great!’ She crossed her legs. That dress really didn’t cover very much—he could tell she was wearing some underwear under there.
‘So you weren’t really going to post about any of this on Facebook?’ he asked her, stepping toward her, toward the bed.
Ginny laughed. ‘No… Adrienne wanted to know if you’d sleep with me when I threatened you with posting on Facebook.’
‘Oh, she did, did she?’ he managed to keep the annoyance out of his voice. Adrienne had been testing him? ‘So what would have happened if I just gave in and slept with you?’
‘She would have been happy you were trying to protect her reputation.’
He sat down on the end of the bed. ‘And if I refused to sleep with you?’
‘She’d figure you were being loyal to your marital vows.’
Noah wrinkled his brow. ‘Win-win, huh? Only the one way she has me secretly cheating on her again, even if it’s to protect her reputation, while the other way I’m not acting to protect her public reputation…’
The pretty blonde laughed, and now pulled herself up out of the chair. ‘But you got the best answer—you talked to her instead.’
‘That was the best answer?’
‘Uh-huh,’ Ginny brushed her golden hair back behind her ear and stepped over to him. He could smell her perfume, that strong scent of vanilla sweetness. Had Adrienne really just told him he could sleep with this woman? It just seemed so bizarre. She’d been the one who nearly split them up.
But Adrienne was currently in the middle of fucking another man. And she’d talked to Ginny over Facebook, and now saw poor Ginny as the victim of Marie Banyon’s trash-talking, rather than the rival who’d snagged her husband.
‘Why me?’ he asked the blonde. ‘Why are you so keen… to spend the night with me?’
She shrugged, and stood between his thighs. ‘Maybe I have a thing for married men.’
He put his hands on her hips. He could feel the heat of her body through the thin satin of her dress. He could feel a slight tremor, a shiver in her as she stood there.
‘And I’m married to your high school prom queen,’ he said.
She smiled. ‘I always looked up to her.’
Ginny kicked off her shoes and climbed onto his lap, wrapping her long bare legs around him, surrounding him with her unfamiliar, sweet smell, all that smooth, soft skin. His hands had nowhere to go but over her hips, around her shapely behind.
‘When I woke up in your room, though,’ he said, as she ran a hand through his hair. ‘You didn’t know who I was right then.’
‘You seemed nice,’ she said, putting two hands behind his head as she zoned in to kiss his mouth. Her kiss so sweet, as though she brushed her lips with sugar. ‘And I wasn’t kidding… everyone would have seen us go off together, would have assumed we did it…’
‘…So you thought we should just go ahead?’ 
She grinned and kissed him again briefly. ‘Nothing would have changed what people thought, so might as well get the benefit, huh?’
He laughed, and kissed her back, pulling her more firmly onto his lap now, letting her feel the hardness he had in his pants for her. Her lips were so soft, her kiss so tender. Not so different from Adrienne, but more tentative, more cautious, and yet at the same time more hungry. 
Holding his head tight as she kissed him with all the passion of a new relationship, the pretty blonde moaned as she began to rock her hips over him, grazing her body against his hardness. 
He could sense her excitement, and it seemed more important than his own—or at least, it fueled his excitement. He thought of Adrienne, that this must have been how she was with her new lover, all buzzing and shivering and so feverishly hot as she pressed herself against him. 
It felt as though marriage, familiarity, had dulled his senses when it came to making love to Adrienne. Made him gloss over the little things, the finer details. The sweetness of her kiss, the softness of her skin, the way her body felt in his hands now that her dress rode up, the fizzing energy all about her.
He cupped her small but pert breasts as she continued to rub herself along his stiff shaft through their clothes, and her moans grew noticeably louder. He could feel her nipples pushing through the thin satin of her dress, hardened with her desire.
She tore at the buttons on his shirt as their kiss continued, and he helped her peel the thing off. He didn’t feel at all self-conscious before her, any of those usual first date worries about what she’d think of him—she’d seen him naked after he’d woken in her shower, after all, and here she was coming back for more. Perhaps he was more self-confident now anyway, after five years of marriage. He wasn’t some unproven single man any more.
Noah slipped the straps of her dress off her shoulders, and the thing fell open to her waist, revealing her beautifully pert breasts, and those stiff little nipples. He held them, squeezed them as she continued to rock back and forth on his lap, and wondered what Adrienne must think of him to be with this Barbie doll of a woman right now. She must have been really testing her jealousy muscle. 
But then, hadn’t he allowed his wife to go off with the most incredible figure of a man? So tall, so broad-shouldered, so powerfully built. And hung like a horse.
Ginny moaned as he kissed her neck, breathing in that candy-sweet perfume and the soft personal scent of her skin, pulling her hips down to push his hardness up against her.
But now she pulled herself off him, stood on the floor, reached behind to unzip her dress and peel it down the rest of the way so she could step out of it, leaving herself in nothing but a tiny silvery thong. She brushed her fair hair back over her shoulders and behind her ears again, and he could see the goose bumps mottled over her chest and upper arms, even though it was quite warm in the room.
She knelt on the floor before him, but reached up for another kiss of his mouth, using her tongue to penetrate his lips gently, while her hands moved to his crotch, to feel out the bulge there, to stroke his hardness. Now it was his turn to moan, his hands moving back to fondle her breasts, to tease those stiff buds of hers. 
But she was leaning back from him, her hands flicking open his belt, his fly, reaching to drag his suit pants down and off his thighs, off his ankles. Her hands resuming their position over his bulge, though with easier access now there was only the thin cotton of his underwear in the way. 
She was cooing as she sank down to stroke her cheek against his full length through his boxer shorts, apparently content with his size, though Noah had seen plenty larger elsewhere that night. And now she looked up at him in apparent awe as she peeled down his underwear to reveal his stiff cock. Licked it before she’d even fully pulled it from captivity, her hands wrapping around it, pumping him.
Then she dragged his underwear off and away, and he was completely exposed before her. Her hands locked around his girth, her lips pressed to the tip of his manhood, and then she sank onto him. 
Once again, although it felt incredibly good, while the pretty blonde made him moan long and loud as she sucked on him, strangely his focus was more on her—noticing how thrilled she seemed to be holding him, taking him in her mouth. Though the pleasure should have been almost entirely his, she seemed to be getting off on going down on him, and it hardly seemed like an act. Like his cock was some long sought-after prize, something she’d coveted for ages.
And once again, it only made him think of Adrienne, and how she must have felt to hold that other man’s huge cock in her hands, to stretch her lips around it. She’d been so exhilarated just to have it in her hands—a big, unfamiliar cock. Something she never thought she’d be holding again, having taken her wedding vows.
Ginny smiled up at him even as her mouth was filled with his cock. He gazed down at her, his jaw dropping silently.
‘You’re married,’ he said, though as she gripped and pumped his shaft with her left hand, he could see no ring on her finger. 
She kissed the tip of his cock. ‘Was married. Got the restraining order to prove it.’
‘Oh, that’s terrible.’ Somehow, Noah got the feeling that Adrienne might have given him to Ginny as a gift, rather than the other way around.
Another little shrug from the blonde. ‘I’m past it now.’ Yet, stroking her cheek up against his shaft, she didn’t look entirely as though she was past it. 
He gently touched her chin, tilted her head up so she was looking at him again. ‘I don’t want to… I mean… if you’re not ready…’ 
‘Oh, I’m ready,’ she grinned. ‘I was ready the last time when you walked out of my bathroom all dripping wet and naked.’
‘I don’t get it… me?’ he laughed, because of how ordinary he was, how normal, how unexceptional when this blonde was anything but unexceptional.
She smiled sweetly, and now pushed herself up on her elbows to kiss his mouth. ‘There’s just something about you…’ she said, pulling herself up to kneel on the mattress between his thighs, without even breaking away from the kiss. ‘I think… you just seem nice. Safe.’
‘Safe?’ he grinned. She straddled his hips, shook her golden mane behind her and kissed his neck. ‘I’ll take it,’ he chuckled. There were worse things to be labeled, especially if it made him desirable in this woman’s eyes. That was a boost for his confidence, even as his wife was currently lying in bed with a man who seemed more like a god than a mortal.
‘Oh, safe is a good thing,’ she said, purposefully moving his hands to her breasts.
‘Then I’m safe, safe as you like.’ 
Instead of just touching her there, he pushed himself up, to kiss his way around her pert little breasts, and take her hardened nipples in his hot mouth, one and then the other. Ginny moaned, and he felt her pressing her crotch down over his, rubbing her sex against his bare cock, though it was still covered by her panties.
She giggled, and kissed his mouth again, tenderly, sensually, slipping her tongue in between his lips. ‘You’re such a good kisser,’ she said. 
‘I do my best.’
Then she was nudging her cheek against his, whispering into his ear breathily, ‘I bet you could make me come with that mouth.’
Then she was shuffling up his body, and he caught on quickly to what she was doing, and encouraged her until she was kneeling with her knees either side of his head, her body directly over his face, her sex just inches away, albeit covered in her silver thong. He could smell her arousal, thick and spicy in the air, blending with the sweet candy fragrance of her perfume.
She sat back on his upper chest, parting her legs, opening herself to his gaze as she leaned back to prop herself up with her arms. Noah slid her panties aside to reveal that incredible hairless pussy, her flesh so soft and smooth she had to have had it waxed. 
The blonde threw her hair back and moaned as he tasted her. Slipping the tip of his tongue in her glistening groove, he lapped up her juices, hooked on her sweet but tangy flavor. As he sucked on her, nibbled on her, wedged his face against her, it was his turn to moan as he felt her hand fasten around his hard cock. 
She wasn’t able to concentrate enough to continue pleasuring his manhood for long, however. And now she wanted more, kneeling up to slip her panties down over her hips, past her thighs. She turned to sit briefly to remove her underwear completely, but then she was back over him, straddling his head again, gazing down at him as he opened his mouth to service her.
For a while, it seemed like he was in control, lapping at her, circling his tongue around her sensitive folds, flicking it against her clit, taking his fill of her abundant wetness as he gazed up her shapely figure, loving the way her heavy breathing made her hips, her stomach, her chest, her shoulders move like she was engaged in an erotic dance for some moneyed sultan. Her nipples were so very hard, pointing straight off her handfuls of breasts, her eyes were closed, her pretty mouth open in pure bliss.
But her hands came to stroke his hair, and then hold the back of his face to press his head against her, and then she was leaning forward, her weight moving over him, and the movement of her body—her hips especially—meant it was more like Ginny was rubbing herself over his face, over his mouth and nose, than Noah now taking the lead.
Her breathing became panting, her sighs became little whimpering cries, and then her thighs locked so tightly around his ears he could no longer hear anything, except perhaps her heartbeat, as she rode his face to the point where he felt he was only just hanging on, and then her body was shivering and shuddering over him, leaving him in no doubt that she was coming.
‘Oh…’ came her moaning, when she finally released him from her thighs and the sound returned to his ears.
She looked down at him, still panting, her pretty face smiling from within its frame of soft golden hair, laughing at how he’d made her feel. He laughed too, his eyes asking her silently: where did that come from? 
She shifted back down his body, kissed him even though his face was slick with her come. 
Noah found himself wondering what it might be like to do this with Adrienne, now that she’d had another man inside her, another man’s cock in her sex. He was surprised to find that he wasn’t at all repelled by the idea. It was only sex. If anything it was hot that she’d had some other guy there. Maybe he’d enjoy the thought.
There was no time to lie back and think about how he’d respond to Adrienne when he next saw her. Ginny was stroking her bare pussy against the full length of his hard cock, and then before he had much of a chance to consider that this was going through that final one-way barrier into actual infidelity, she had reached back to position the tip of his cock at her entrance—and then slowly sank down, taking him inside her.
‘Oh…’ she moaned. ‘Oh… yes…’
Noah felt strange. He was cheating on Adrienne now. Even if she’d set this up, she’d made herself clear that he was free to do it, she’d given him the same kind of Hall Pass he’d given her.
It felt strange. Incredible, of course, to be inside her tight pussy, so burning hot and slick with her personal oil as she gently rose and fell over him. But also he felt slightly anxious, that Adrienne really would be okay with all of this after the fact.
‘Oh… oh God…’
She leaned forward to kiss his mouth briefly as she rode him, but as she continued to moan and cry out, she wasn’t able to stay like that for long. Noah smothered her breasts with his mouth, sucking her stiff buds into his hot mouth, even as she sat up on his lap, bouncing on him, whimpering now as another orgasm approached.
It was when he rolled her over on the bed, his hard cock still deep within her, and took over the control of their rhythm, that he realized he was inside her without any kind of protection. 
‘Hey…’ he said, feeling as soon as the first word was out of his mouth that it was perhaps already like closing the stable door after the horse had bolted. 
‘What?’
‘I don’t have any protection.’
‘Protection?’
‘Condoms?’ 
She smiled. ‘You don’t have anything to worry about, trust me.’ 
‘I’m not sure…’ he said, but he didn’t stop moving inside her, thrusting deep and long, squeezing her hips in his hands.
‘I’m on birth control and I haven’t been with a guy for more than a year,’ she said, and it seemed to Noah that the nerves she’d displayed earlier were some kind of testimony that she was telling the truth.
The thing was, it wasn’t just the chance of pregnancy, the chance of catching something nasty that made him feel obligated to wear protection on this night. It also seemed like fairness—he’d gone out specifically to buy condoms for Adrienne to sleep with her lover.
He said, ‘But Adrienne…’ not really knowing where his point was going, what his wife might be thinking about all this, what she might expect.
‘Oh, she knows,’ Ginny said dismissively. 
‘What?’ 
‘Well, fair’s fair, right?’ she said, as though Noah knew exactly what she was talking about. He didn’t. His sudden stillness stated as such. Ginny explained, ‘Well you went out and bought the smallest box of condoms…’
‘What are you—’ he said, confused.
Ginny laughed. ‘You gave her a box of, like, three condoms. For a whole night with Gerard.’
‘Hmmph?’
She stifled her laughter as though worried he’d be offended. Said, ‘Well you’ve seen him… she thinks he’s gorgeous. No way she’s gonna limit herself to three times all night…’
He was fucking her harder and harder and harder, as though the power of his pounding would somehow counterbalance his confusion. Then, as her words made more sense, and he understood what she meant, he felt a few moments of horror—followed by a strange transition to mighty arousal. 
‘Oh my…’ Ginny moaned, as Noah felt his hardness swell even more inside her, throbbing at the thought of Adrienne spending the rest of the night fucking that brute bareback.
‘Does… it… make…you… mad?’ the pretty blonde asked him in between thrusts.
‘No,’ he shook his head. ‘Not mad.’
She felt the larger presence inside her, and the extra effort of his thrusts, and put two and two together. ‘It… turns you on… right?’ 
‘Uh-huh…’
‘You… like the thought… of your sweet wife… fucking another guy… cheating on you… taking that big… hard… cock… deep inside… her married pussy…’
Noah felt it coming, he couldn’t hold back any more. Ginny held him tight, and whispered in his ear without mercy…
‘I bet she loves… his big, hard dick… stretching her out… making her come over and over… while she slides up and down… filling her with so much come…’
With that he came so hard in the blonde, he could feel the fluid rushing out of his cock, spurting deep into her, his cock bucking and bolting and jumping as he fired off torrent after torrent of thick come.
‘Oh… Oh sweet mother of God…’ she hissed, and she was rocked by another climax, triggered, he assumed by the first time a man had come inside her for quite a while.



Chapter Eleven
 
 
 
Noah went into the bathroom to find his phone and check whether there were any updates from Adrienne. There weren’t. He wondered if he ought to let her know what had happened with Ginny, but wondered if it would distract her from her own evening of pleasure. 
Ginny was asleep when he came out, a contented smile spread across her pretty face, as though he’d scratched some itch she’d been suffering for months and months. 
He curled up beside her on the bed. She was so sweet. He’d have killed for a girlfriend like her back in college—well, any time before Adrienne if he was honest. Most guys would probably kill for her even if they were married to someone else, even if they were in love with someone else.
Noah could look at her and appreciate her beauty, and be turned on by her nakedness. But though she excited him, it seemed only a transitory thing. It wasn’t the deep desire he felt for Adrienne—a real need for his wife rather than merely a want for her.
Oh, he knew it was love that made him feel this way. But somehow although love made him want Adrienne’s company, the powerful need for her sex was somehow inextricably linked to this new kink of his—having her sleeping around made his whole body crave her.
Later, though he had no idea what time it was, Ginny woke him by draping herself all over him, kissing his mouth, but he was a touch surprised to find so much blonde hair flowing all over and around his face as she kissed him, rather than Adrienne’s dark brown hair. He didn’t lose his hardness as he quickly caught on that this was Ginny whispering to him in the semi-darkness that she was horny again, only to push her breasts in his face without much in the way of subtly.
But he did find himself imagining that it was Adrienne coming into his bed after her night with Gerard, Adrienne moaning as he sucked on her stiff nipples, Adrienne curling her legs around his shoulders as she knelt up to pull her bare pussy into place over his mouth.
And as she held his crown and gently rocked her hips to make full use of his eager mouth, Noah found himself wondering why he didn’t treat Adrienne to this kind of intimacy more frequently, if very much at all, and he found himself wondering what she would taste like after her night with another man.
When he awoke what he believed was a few hours later, feeling the soft, trim curves of Ginny spooned up against him in the bed, he found himself wishing it was Adrienne there beside him—and again imagined it was her there with him in the darkness as he woke her by kissing his way up her legs from her toes, before burying his head between her thighs to take her to heaven and back.
Oh, there was no doubting that Ginny enjoyed a man going down on her—and it was, as he tested that night, by far the easiest way to get her to come. But as he indulged her that night as much as he had energy to achieve, he kept thinking about doing it with his Adrienne, and how it would be now that she was no longer exclusive to him.
The last time, the room was filled with daylight as Ginny woke him, stroking his chest and peeling the bedsheets back down his body—and he was so tired, he didn’t want to wake even as bright as it was in there. Only as he felt her hands closing around his cock—stroking him so tenderly that it thickened up, despite his exhaustion—did he find the energy returning. 
He woke fully to the heat of her mouth engulfing the head of his cock. Blonde hair spilling all over his stomach, Ginny seemed full of energy as she licked and sucked his growing hardness, and with the sleep rubbed from his eyes, he could see she was wearing a pastel peach tank top and white skirt.
‘I can’t believe you’re awake already,’ he said, and now she slid off his cock, moved up to kiss his mouth.
‘I’m a morning person,’ she smiled. ‘I like to get up early.’
‘But we hardly slept…’
She laughed. ‘I can sleep later. I can’t have you later.’
Kissing her, he breathed in her candy-sweet scent, but she seemed fresh to him, recently showered.
‘What time is it?’
‘Eight,’ she said, raising her arms so he could remove her tank top, revealing her bare breasts beneath with no bra to get in the way. ‘I had breakfast already.’
‘You did?’
‘Left you sleeping.’ She dropped down to take his cock back inside her mouth, as though she couldn’t quite bear to part with it, the night being over, the Hall Pass reaching its use-by date.
Shifting around, she lifted a knee over his head, and then while she continued to suck on him, she brought her bare pussy down to his mouth. He enjoyed her a while, gently nibbling and sucking on her, before she took matters into her own hands, and sat up over him, her hips rocking back and forth, using his mouth and nose as a sex toy, rather than merely offering herself up for his delectation.
‘You take underwear with you to breakfast?’ he grinned when she finally dismounted, content with another shuddering climax, leaving his face soaking with her juices. 
‘Why bother?’ she giggled. ‘I’d only take it off again when I came back to wake you.’
They spooned together, and he entered her from behind, thrusting into her gently, slowly. Not ready for a whole lot of action.
‘Guess who I saw when I went to breakfast?’ Ginny asked him.
‘Oh, I don’t know. I’m terrible at guessing games.’
‘Well, it wasn’t your wife,’ she teased. ‘And it wasn’t the bride and groom… and there’s not a lot of other people here that you know…’
Noah’s heart seemed to skip a beat. ‘You saw him?’
‘Uh-huh. All dressed up and ready to go.’
He reached out for his phone, which required breaking away from his blonde temptress. Well, at this stage, Adrienne was first in his thoughts. If she was now on her own, he wanted to see her, to be with her, to reclaim her as his.
There were no text messages from his wife indicating that she was waiting for him, however.
‘After I finished breakfast,’ Ginny said, ‘I came out of the restaurant and he was there at reception—checking out, I guess. Had his luggage with him and everything.’
‘Early bird, huh?’ But his mind was only paying half attention to Ginny’s conversation. He was putting two and two together and figuring that Adrienne had to be as tired as he was, if not more. Probably crashed out asleep in the room. Even if she was out to the world, he wanted to be with her. The important thing was that her lover had departed.
‘They brought his car round, too—very nice car. Sports car.’
‘What was it?’ he asked.
‘It was red,’ she said. ‘That’s all I know. Expensive, though.’
Noah nodded. He felt thankful this had only been a one night stand. Gerard seemed tall, attractive and successful—a man could get nervous of his wife seeing too much of a guy like that. 
‘I… uh…’ he said, not quite knowing how to tell Ginny that he really needed to get away, to go find Adrienne. 
But the blonde didn’t seem in any way put out. Well, she did seem to have struck up a good relationship with Adrienne. She pulled herself away from him and said merely, ‘Want some company in the shower?’
He did make her come one more time while they were in the shower, her favorite way, but Noah himself held on without gaining full release—needing to now save himself for his return to Adrienne. 
‘How do you feel about her being with him?’ Ginny asked him as he dressed, and she basked in the bed, naked and still damp from the shower.
‘Like… I’ve never wanted her more,’ he told her. ‘You know how it is when you drop someone off at the airport and you know you won’t see them for a while—someone you care about…’ He felt a tightness in his stomach after he’d said that, from the fear of putting his foot in his mouth, of reminding her that her marriage failed, that her husband was, whatever he had done, worth a restraining order.
But Ginny simply smiled and nodded. ‘Yeah. It kind of tugs on your heart.’
He said, ‘I feel like that after a few hours away from her—except that I’m also so…’
‘Horny?’ she giggled. 
He pulled up his pants, and could hardly hide the huge erection he now harbored. ‘Yeah,’ he laughed. ‘Horny as hell.’
‘I could help you out one last time…’ she offered, mainly in jest.
‘Thanks. I’ll take a rain check on that.’
‘So I should look forward to when it rains?’
He smiled. He liked her—enough that he did want her to be happy, as happy as possible. Sex made him feel that way about a partner, and good sex doubly so. But she wasn’t his wife. While he wanted Ginny to be happy, he didn’t feel the same kind of craving for her, the sense that he would be lost without her, the tug on his heart strings at the thought that he wouldn’t get to see her again.
‘That’s not up to me,’ he said with a touch of apology in his voice.
He hoped she hadn’t gained feelings for him now, making life more difficult for her than it was before this wedding had taken place. But lying there, casually touching herself as she watched him getting ready to leave, she didn’t seem overly upset that it was all over.
At the door, she came for one last embrace, one last kiss. 
‘Thank you,’ she said. It seemed unnecessary, almost inappropriate for the end of a one night stand. But he knew what she meant.
‘I had an amazing time,’ he said, bringing her hand up, sliding one of the fingers she’d been using to play with herself into his mouth, to taste her one last time.
‘Me too,’ she said. ‘God… you’re getting me wet again…’
He laughed. ‘I’d better go.’
‘Tell Adrienne I said ‘hi’,’ she smirked as he opened the door. ‘Oh, and tell her thanks for the loan of her husband.’
‘Sure. See you, Ginny.’
Standing in the doorway, apparently unconcerned that someone might walk past and see her waiting there without a shred of clothing, she blew him a kiss and watched him walk down the hall.



Chapter Twelve
 
 
 
Back on the sixth floor, he hesitated outside the room. He only had Ginny’s word that Gerard wasn’t in there, still sleeping with Adrienne or even giving her one final seeing to. He couldn’t hear anything. 
The burning desire, the throbbing inside his pants was too intense. He had to risk it. 
Noah slid his key card into the slot, and winced as the lock mechanism opened as loudly as ever. He squeezed the handle, moving it ever so slowly to keep things quiet, to make sure no squeaks were going to pierce the morning.
He slipped into the room as quiet as a cat burglar. Only the sound of the door clicking and the lock mechanism re-engaging offered any real threat to the stillness in there. After a pregnant pause, he felt certain that whoever was in this room had not heard him come in—and he edged forward past the open bathroom door.
There was a slight humidity to the air around the bathroom door, the moisture in the air lingering from the most recent shower. A few steps into the room, and he could see the first signs of life - Adrienne’s bare feet and calves, showing that only she was lying on the bed now, much to Noah’s relief. 
He approached the bed with more confidence. The air was cooler here, the air-conditioning working on the atmosphere, though Noah felt certain he could still detect a hint of musk, the earthiness of recent sex, still hanging in the air. It had him buzzing inside as he came to stand there at the foot of the bed, gazing down on the sleeping form of his wife, dressed in nothing but a small pair of black panties, lying on her side, her head sunk in a pile of pillows.
Would she freak out if he woke her?
He figured maybe it would be better to just lie beside her, get a little more sleep himself if it was possible. He stripped off his clothes, down to his boxer shorts, and clambered onto the mattress. Adrienne stirred very slightly, and murmured in her sleep as though his movement had loosened up a dream inside her head.
Lying just inches away from her, he closed his eyes, and tried to relax. But sleep was not going to come: with every breath, Noah could detect the smell of sex from the bed, and from Adrienne herself. He inhaled deeply, drawing in the sweet fragrance of her perfume mixed with the soft cologne of another man. Perspiration. Come. Every breath he took was evidence of Adrienne’s infidelity, and every chestful of air merely turned Noah on more and more.
Jesus, they must have been at it all night. Gerard must have fucked the living daylights out of Adrienne. 
Unable to resist, he lifted his head slightly, looking over her shoulder to see if she was even a little awake. Then he lightly touched his hand on her shoulder, and ran it gently down the smooth but clammy skin down the curve of her back as he leaned in to kiss her neck.
She moved a little in response to his contact, and he could see the corner of her mouth curl up into a contented smile. He kissed her shoulder, tasting the saltiness on her skin, then her lower neck, and Adrienne adjusted herself to accommodate him, allowing his hand around her body to touch her bare breasts. 
‘Hey…’ she murmured, still sleepy.
‘Hey,’ he replied quietly, kissing up her neck, over her cheek, stroking her breasts. 
‘You still love me then?’ she asked with a smile. 
‘More than ever.’
‘So tired…’ she moaned, as though he needed an explanation as to why she simply lay there on her side, instead of jumping on him.
He merely moaned himself, and kissed his way down under her arm, and along the curve of her waist, tasting the unfamiliar flavor of her skin, the lingering traces of another man and a night of adultery. 
As he kissed over her hip, in awe of how her body gave away her recent history of debauchery, Adrienne looked down at him, apparently surprised at his reaction to her. His kisses moved over her behind, down her upper thighs, and then he was peeling her panties down, past her knees and away, his fingers sliding over the smooth, shaven flesh around her pussy, where the smell of sex was so much stronger.
At first she simply closed her eyes and quietly moaned as he lifted her leg out of the way, so that he could kiss his way around her bare sex. She even gently stroked her breasts while he nudged his face in between her thighs and breathed in that intoxicating scent. 
Then he was licking her there, tasting her there, lapping at her pussy, which seemed so different with no hair remaining, and because it was so puffy, so flushed, and unless he was imagining things, perhaps even a little stretched by her night-long encounter with the formidable Gerard. God, he wasn’t repulsed by it at all—it turned him on more to know that another man had been there, another man had fucked her all night long.
And a night-long master class in pleasuring Ginny that way seemed to have given him extra skills, and no small measure of confidence, in making love to Adrienne with his mouth. She was moaning like he’d never seen before, gently writhing under him, completely taken aback at what he was doing between her legs.
But then as her hand came down to stroke his head, she seemed to wake a little more, and seemed to realize what was happening. 
She gently pushed him away a little, said, ‘Wait… I was gonna take another shower…’
‘No…’ he stopped her, overrode her. ‘Wait, I like it…’
‘But… I’m all dirty…’ she complained, hesitant about letting him continue. 
‘It’s so hot…’ he said, moving her hands out of the way, pushing apart her legs again, before resuming his feasting of her. 
‘Oh…’ Adrienne said, surprised but more than a little turned on. ‘Oh God…’ Then, after a little while longer, quietly, she murmured, ‘Go easy on me, honey… I’m a little sore…’
He tended to her gently, tenderly, intimately, and yet it was more than just a husband doing his utmost to bring his wayward wife pleasure. He was exploring her sex, re-familiarizing himself with it after its use by another man, reclaiming it as his own—if he could ever lay any kind of claim to it in the first place. 
He so wanted to find out what she had done with Gerard all night, after he had left, but to begin with the important thing was to reconnect—and for Noah, to experience firsthand his wife’s consented infidelity. He wasn’t squeamish that another man’s cock had been there, stretching his wife’s soaking pussy, filling her utterly, thrusting right up against her cervix. He could smell the man on her, perhaps even taste him, and it simply made the experience of taking her back that much more intense.
 Had Ginny been right? Had Adrienne run out of condoms part way through the night? It still didn’t put Noah off. Who knew how long he was down there between her thighs, but she came once, twice, maybe even three times before he came up for air, looking down at him with just plain astonishment at what he did to her, how he responded to her infidelity, what it might mean for them.
‘Honey…’ she said, breathless, and apparently somewhat concerned. ‘You’re not… worried… are you? You do know I’d never leave you… even… after what happened last night?’
Noah looked up at his wife. ‘Of course,’ he said with a half-smile. Half, because even her voicing the straight denial of ever wanting to leave him somehow seemed to confirm that it was, even unlikely as it may be, an option.
She said, ‘You don’t have to… you know… do things…’ Her eyes flicked down to him, to her pussy, referring to what he was doing.
Noah laughed. ‘I want to,’ he said. ‘I’m not doing this because I’m worried you’ll leave me. I like doing it…’
‘But you don’t want me to shower first?’
‘No…’ he said. ‘I don’t know… just knowing you’ve been with him… makes me want you more. Makes me feel like I’ve been taking you for granted for… ages.’
‘Oh, you haven’t…’
‘After seeing you with him…’ Noah blushed, feeling somehow embarrassed about hiding in their room as Gerard had fucked his wife. ‘After seeing you so close with him… on the dance floor… I just want you more and more…’
Slowly, he coursed his tongue through her pussy lips as though to make his point, lapping up her copious wetness.
‘Okay…’ she giggled. ‘I like the sound of that…’
But then the mood was jarred very sharply by an intensely loud rapping on the door.
‘Housekeeping!’



Chapter Thirteen
 
 
 
They were laughing about it—even though they couldn’t get a last-minute late check-out—as they just about fell into the hotel parking lot at a few minutes past noon, when they had been required to vacate their room. Neither of them had had a clue what time it was they’d woken up, nor how long Noah had been leisurely lying between his wife’s toned thighs tenderly bringing her a couple of fine orgasms with his eager mouth.
They’d been able to pull on jeans and t-shirts before stuffing everything else into suitcases for the rapid escape, but that was about as far as time had allowed. There hadn’t been time to straight up the room, air it out, or do much of a tidy-up at all.
Clambering into the SUV, out of breath, Adrienne said, ‘They’re gonna know I had sex in that room.’
Noah chuckled, ‘What? Who?’
‘You know… housekeeping.’
Noah checked his mirrors and as calm as possible, pulled out of the parking space, to head out of the parking lot and away. He could still smell his wife’s arousal, still taste her on his lips. It made him feel like a teenager again.
‘What’s housekeeping gonna care?’ he said. ‘People have sex in hotels. Lot of people.’
‘I suppose… but it was a lot of sex…’
She looked at him and her pretty face broke into a smile as though she suddenly realized it was her husband sitting next to her, and maybe she shouldn’t have said such a thing about her wild night of infidelity.
‘It’s not like you purposefully trashed the room,’ Noah said. ‘They’ve seen far worse, I guarantee it.’
Nevertheless, as they drove out of the hotel parking lot, Adrienne was blushing fiercely. 
‘It’s not like we’re going back there—or that even if we did, they’d remember us,’ Noah said.
His wife nodded. With a glance to the side, he saw that she was still breathing deeply, and her stiff nipples pushed against the thin t-shirt. Maybe she didn’t mind being a little naughty. Whatever. He attempted to distract her from the awkwardness of their escape.
‘So you enjoyed it, then?’ he said with a beaming smile. 
‘God!’ she squealed. Then, ‘Did we really just do that?’
‘Uh-huh, I think we did.’
She looked over at him like a mischievous schoolgirl, ‘And you’re still okay that we did it?’
‘Of course.’
He felt her hand slide over his lap even before he caught sight of her reaching over to him—and then her fingers were seeking out the bulge in his jeans, exploring the topography of his hard cock through the denim, and after a little triumphant giggle, she was cooing as she stroked him.
‘You are okay with it…’ she moaned, but he batted away her hand before she could get his zipper open.
‘I don’t want to crash on the way home, do I?’ he laughed.
She gave a mock pout up at him, and seemed to have trouble tearing her eyes off his crotch. Then she said, ‘Wait... What’s this?’ 
He felt her fingers digging into his hip, and glanced down to see her attempting to tug something from his pocket. He had no clue what it was she’d found, until she said, ‘Are these Ginny’s?’ Then her tone changed. ‘They’re mine...’
 He glanced to the side to see her holding up her panties, the ones she’d been wearing at the start of her night with Gerard. Noah’s blood ran cold.
‘Uh...’ he said, not knowing what to say.
‘I was looking everywhere for these,’ she said matter-of-factly. Then she looked at her husband and her jaw dropped. ‘For you to have these... you had to have been in the room when...’
He blushed. ‘I didn’t mean to...’ 
‘You watched us?’ she was amazed—but he couldn’t quite tell if she was angry with it. 
‘Uh-huh.’
‘You didn’t make a sound. I really had no idea—’ 
‘I ran into a delay delivering those condoms for you. I got caught... Couldn’t get out before you guys came up,’ he said. 
He looked to the side again, and she was still looking at him, aghast. Then very slowly she broke into a smile, a mischievous, deviant smile. ‘Did you... enjoy watching?’
Her hands returned to his crotch, feeling his bulge some more. He groaned.
‘Seems like you enjoyed it,’ she purred, and now fiddled with his zipper. ‘I guess if you hadn’t enjoyed it, you wouldn’t have let it continue all night...’
His cock sprang free, totally exposed before her fingers curled around it.
‘Hey!’ he hissed. 
‘It’s okay,’ she insisted.
‘Someone’ll see.’
‘No they won’t. God, look how hard you are. You must have loved watching me with Gerard...’ she stroked him right there in the car. He was certain some cop car was going to sidle up beside them and catch them. Pull them over. ‘...did you watch me... sucking him?’
She dropped down on his crotch, and as he felt the intense heat of her mouth envelope his hardness, he very nearly lost focus on the road ahead—even swerved the car a little. 
Adrienne sat up very suddenly, stiff as a board. 
‘You see?’ he said. ‘It’s dangerous.’
She sighed, wiped her mouth on her sleeve. Then laughed, ‘So I don’t need to tell you what happened that night, huh?’ 
He said, ‘I was only there for a little while. Until you guys hit the shower.’
‘So you weren’t totally shocked by it? Or jealous?’
‘Not really.’
‘And you won’t be if I told you he had the most dreamy cock… so big… so hard…’ Now her hands were fumbling with her own zipper, forcing open her jeans, and Adrienne was burying her fingers between her thighs.
‘Tell me what happened the rest of the night,’ Noah said, grinning at his wife’s inability to control her lust, even on the drive home. 
Adrienne squealed again as though there was so much passion inside her, it just had to escape like steam from a kettle. ‘Oh, but it was so amazing, honey… I just… I never even saw one like that before… I mean… I love yours, honey, I do…’
‘It’s okay,’ he chuckled at her obsession with the guy’s cock, ‘I know I’m only a little more average.’
‘Oh, but you’re not average,’ she said. ‘You’re a good size—’
‘You don’t have to sugar coat it. I like that he was different. That he was good,’ Noah said, and he wasn’t lying. It felt weird to be talking about this out in the open, even if it was just them in the car. His wife talking about cock, for God’s sake.
‘It was just…’ she seemed to be scratching for the words needed to describe her experience. ‘Out of this world...’
Then they were pulling into their driveway, and Noah was glad they’d made it home without getting involved in an accident. Then even as they climbed out of the SUV, Adrienne grabbed his hand to drag him into the house without even stopping to get their suitcases from the trunk. 
‘So how was your night with Ginny?’ she asked on the way into the house.
Noah glanced over a shoulder, checking to make sure there weren’t any neighbors around who might hear her talking about such a scandalous subject.
‘Good,’ he said, not able to tell what his wife really wanted him to say—whether she wanted him to have had a good time, or that she’d prefer he’d had a bad time so he would only want her in future. ‘You really want to hear about it?’
Adrienne giggled. ‘Of course! I did let you go with her, didn’t I?’
Inside, it was a relief to have the front door close behind them, sealing them off in their own private sanctuary. 
‘We had fun,’ he began, before Adrienne suddenly shoved herself against him, up against the wall, her lips crushing against his for a deep, deep kiss.
‘She’s very pretty,’ she said, breathless, as they parted again. 
‘She is,’ he agreed, wary of stumbling into some kind of trap. 
‘I’ll bet she was good in bed…’
‘She… was…’ 
Adrienne laughed. ‘You don’t need to be scared—I’m not gonna be suddenly angry with you for sleeping with her. I wanted it to happen.’
‘Uh-huh?’
She peeled his shirt off from his body. ‘She seemed nice. And she’s been through a real ordeal with that ex-husband…’
‘Yeah…’
‘I don’t know… I have to admit I don’t really like the idea of you being with other women…’ she said, and he could see the guilt in her eyes, from wanting other men so desperately when she was less comfortable about opening up the deal to him as well. ‘… But… I don’t know… I’m okay about her…’
‘We had a lot of fun,’ Noah said, as though he might get away with only an additional tiny nugget of information. He pulled Adrienne’s t-shirt off now, revealing her bare breasts, and pulled her in for another long, deep kiss as though to distract her from the topic at hand.
But she insisted, ‘Tell me! Tell me everything. She was a good kisser?’
‘Uh… yeah, she was good.’
Adrienne led him to the couch, and pushed him down on it before climbing onto his lap. ‘Tell me!’ she said, her eyes flashing. 
He kissed her, then said, ‘She was… different… to you. It was… nice…’
‘Nice?’ Adrienne rolled her eyes. ‘Nice? That’s all you’ll say? Did she have a nice body? Nice breasts? A nice pussy? Tell me!’
He kissed her neck gently, and down to her full breasts. ‘She had great breasts,’ he said. ‘That what you want to hear? Small… but… you know… felt good… I liked touching her…’ he felt so awkward, so lousy at this.
Adrienne smiled, ‘You want me to tell you about the rest of my night?’
‘Uh-huh.’
‘So open up, Mister.’ Adrienne unzipped his fly, pulled out his hard cock as she perched back on his lower thighs. ‘Did she suck your cock?’
‘Uh-huh,’ he said, fondling her breasts. ‘It felt good… really good… but I think… when she did it, it made me think of you… and who you were with… and what you might be doing just then…’
Adrienne laughed. ‘You’re so sweet, honey.’
‘I’m serious,’ he insisted. ‘I mean… sure, she was really pretty… you don’t get to sleep with someone like that very often…’
‘Not now you’re married,’ Adrienne joked. ‘Well, maybe not…’
Noah managed to force his wife’s fly open, and dip his fingers inside to touch her hairless pussy while she continued to pump his cock in one hand. ‘But… it’s like… I’d done it before enough… you know, in my past… I don’t know… she was good, but I’ve had sex enough times before… so the real mind-blower right then was the fact that you were sleeping with someone else. Does that make any kind of sense?’
Adrienne moaned as he slipped the tip of a finger inside her hot, wet sex. ‘Uh-huh,’ she said. ‘Sleeping with girls is something you’ve done before. Having your wife sleep with other men was not, so you were distracted when you were with her.’
‘It was still good…’
Adrienne pulled away from him, dropped down to kneel in front of him, reaching forward to drag his jeans down and off his legs, freeing his impressive erection. ‘What did she do with you?’ she asked him. ‘What did she do with you that I don’t do with you?’
She stood up and he pulled her to him, kissing her smooth stomach, breathing in that slightly strange scent on her skin that attested to her intimate night with another man. 
‘She liked… you know… my mouth on her…’
‘Pussy?’ she laughed. ‘You can say ‘pussy’ if you like. Or ‘vagina’, but that’s kind of formal between us.’
He peeled down her own jeans now, revealing her own heavenly pussy, since neither of them had bothered with underwear during their rapid escape. Kissed her just above the point where soft dark hair would have been before she’d shaved it off for another man’s enjoyment.
‘She liked my mouth there,’ he said, teasing her now by not saying the p-word. 
Adrienne giggled, and pulled him to her—onto her, in fact, on the floor, where they were almost wrestling before it turned into a long, sweet kiss, Adrienne straddling him where he lay on the carpet, pushing her hot body down against his hard cock. 
‘So you went down on her a lot?’ she asked him. ‘That’s where that came from all of a sudden, huh?’
‘I guess so… although, more often than not it wasn’t me going down… she liked being on top, if you know what I mean.’
‘On top?’ she laughed. ‘And you liked that?’
Noah shrugged. ‘Yeah. It was pretty hot. Only most of the time I was thinking about doing it with you.’
‘Naughty boy,’ she sat back, taking his cock in her hands again, pumping him. ‘You know it’s rude to sleep with someone and think about another woman while you’re doing it?’
‘I guess I was a little rude last night…’
She shifted down, took his hardness in her mouth. Noah moaned, lifting his head to gaze down at her bobbing up and down on him. It brought to mind images of her stretching her lips around the huge member of her previous night’s lover, though Noah was a more manageable size. In fact, it seemed to Noah that his wife enjoyed his more manageable size more, at least when it came to going down on him.
After a while, she came up for air and asked, ‘So she had you… hooked on giving her head?’
‘Uh-huh.’
‘I guess I have to thank her for that…’
And Adrienne was up on her feet, stepping over him as he remained lying there on the floor, then crouched, and then knelt over his head, bringing her soaking pussy down over his mouth. 
‘Like this?’ she asked him.
‘Like that,’ he agreed, and lifted his head slightly to reach her, to taste her again, to stroke his tongue through her slippery folds. 
‘Oh God…’ she sighed, her body sinking slightly, pressing down on his mouth and nose so he no longer had to strain his head reaching for her. ‘It feels so… wonderful…’
He reached up to fondle her breasts as she gently rocked her hips over his head, grazing the tips of his fingers and thumbs over her stiff nipples, enjoying the shape of her body as she sighed and shivered and shuddered over him, his mouth wedged in her pussy. 
As he ravished her, he wasn’t thinking about any woman other than Adrienne. She was his world, and just then there was nothing outside of her body. His hands dropped to her hips, and he was pulling her down on him, showing her how to move on him, encouraging her to make use of him to make herself come. This was his wife, and she was so hot, other men wanted her. And she was so naughty, she could go out and take other men. It fueled Noah’s hunger for her, his lust. Brought back the memories of Gerard’s huge cock squeezed inside her, thrusting powerfully into her sex.
Some time later, though, it almost seemed too much for her, or at least, it seemed clear to Noah that she wasn’t quite confident enough to let go, to rub herself against him as Ginny had done. 
He had her lie down on the couch, where he could go down on her again and this time take her to a full orgasm, the kind that seemed to shake the floor, and leave the world askew. 
 ‘It really… doesn’t bother you… that he was inside me?’ she said as they finally rested a few moments. 
‘It’s only sex,’ he said. 
‘We ran out of condoms,’ she said, as though remembering for the first time. ‘Sorry.’
‘It’s okay. You were sure about him?’
She nodded. ‘He doesn’t get to sleep around. Doesn’t get to socialize much—always working.’
He lay over her, feeling her quivering slightly under him as he stretched his body over hers. She kissed his mouth, and then lay back as he guided his hard cock to her burning pussy, and eased it gently inside her, aware she was still a little sensitive from her night’s pounding.
‘We didn’t have any protection,’ he said, affecting her apologetic tone.
‘Oh, I know that,’ Adrienne chuckled. ‘But you know, she hasn’t been with a guy for a long, long time. And then it was just her husband…’
‘And you’re really not upset, about me being with her?’
Adrienne shrugged. ‘Not her. I told you—she’s nice. It’s probably good for her, having a little fun with someone like you.’
‘Someone like me?’ Noah laughed, feeling that same sense as he had with Ginny, that he was being dismissed as being ‘safe’.
‘Someone nice,’ Adrienne said, trying to bail herself out. ‘You know… someone who isn’t a total unknown.’
‘Well, I’m not so much an unknown now…’ Noah said, then frowned at her briefly. ‘Are you ever going to tell me about the rest of your night with Gerard?’
Adrienne laughed. ‘You haven’t told me everything about Ginny yet. And anyway... we’ve got plenty of time for my story…’
‘Why not give me a little something right now?’ he asked her.
‘All right…’ she said, casting her eyes around the room as though she might see something to suggest what she might tell her husband. ‘…Did I tell you what an enormous cock he has?’
‘Something like that.’
‘Well he has. Anyway. I guess he liked going down on me, too, and I probably needed it or there was no way I was going to get him inside me… I could hardly get him in my mouth, for God’s sake…’
‘I thought you really liked that he was so big—’
‘Oh, but when he was inside me…’ Adrienne moaned. ‘You know… at first, it was startling… but then, you know… I got used to it… and maybe a little more than used to it…’
Noah thrust hard into his wife, his cock throbbing at her words, at the feeling of her trim body underneath him, the smell of her skin so saturated by sex. He pounded into her, and the whole intoxicating power of the experience reclaiming her seemed to become too much, too exhilarating, too mind-blowing. He suddenly cried out—yelled, at the top of his voice—and shook, and his loins just seemed to explode. And then he was coming inside her again and again and again, and it didn’t quite seem believable how incredible it felt, and how long it seemed to extend.
Even when his tanks ran dry, his cream pumped deep within her, his hard cock pulsed and throbbed inside her for some moments more—and that was enough, as it happened, to take a rather surprised Adrienne over the edge, too.



Chapter Fourteen
 
 
 
Adrienne loved going to weddings. Noah used to hate going to weddings. But ever since they’d found a way for him to enjoy them as well, Noah was as positively obsessed with them as his wife. So she and Noah went to an awful lot of them—six, so far that year alone, with four more planned for later in the summer and fall.
And each time a wedding weekend arrived, he was there with her from the very start.
‘Sit up here. Do it up here.’
‘What?’
‘I want to watch you.’
‘You’re crazy.’
He enjoyed everything, even his beautiful wife’s preparations for going out. 
‘You just want to take my panties. I think you must be some kind of pervert.’
‘You ‘think’?’
She was sitting back on the counter beside the bathroom sink, leaning up against the cold glass, parting her legs to allow him full view of her exposed pussy now that he had removed her underwear. 
‘Okay then,’ she said, handing him the razor and the can of foam. ‘You do it.’
Well, there was a demonstration of trust in a relationship. He took it from her and watched as she ran the faucet, cupped her hands and pulled some of the warm water up to moisten the area around her exquisite pink flower. 
Wow.
‘You don’t want to?’ she asked. 
He shook off his hesitation, gently parted her legs even further, then squirted a glob of the creamy foam over her mound. He loved how she moaned quietly as he spread the cream around her pussy, ensuring every inch of her skin was covered. 
‘The first time you did this…’ 
‘Yeah?’ she prompted him.
‘You did it while you were still intending not to use your Hall Pass,’ he pointed out.
‘Yeah, I did.’
He heard her catch her breath as he leaned in to stroke the top of her pubic triangle with the head of the razor. It didn’t seem to hurt her, though, as he dragged it carefully over her smooth skin, clearing a path in the white foam and the thin stubble that had cropped up since the last time they’d attended a wedding.
‘You said the reason you did it was because a lot of guys liked it this way,’ he recalled.
‘Uh-huh,’ she smiled. 
With a few strokes, he cleared the top part of her triangle, the lower part of her abdomen, rinsing the razor under the faucet as the foam built up on it.
‘But you weren’t intending to actually sleep with another guy, not back then,’ he said. ‘So why…’
‘I guess I just wanted to tease you,’ she smirked. ‘I mean, I’d actually been thinking about trying it… you know… see what it was like…’
‘Really?’
‘Uh-huh. See if… you know… you liked it…’
‘But by then you’d talked to Ginny on Facebook,’ he said, and nearly jumped when she giggled, and he saw that his other hand had accidentally brushed over her pussy lips while he was working on shaving her mound.
He said pointedly, ‘By then you knew I didn’t actually cheat on you—and you still wanted to tease me anyway?’
She shrugged. ‘I wanted to see how far you’d go before you caved,’ she said. ‘I assumed at some point you’d go crazy and tell me there was no way I was going to actually have a free pass to go with another guy…’
‘You shaved your pussy…’ he said, stunned at how far she’d go.
‘I don’t know… maybe I thought you’d like it. It might be a little treat… to say sorry I treated you so badly.’
Noah laughed, and now as he finished off shaving the area above her pussy, his other hand was purposely massaging her slit in the rest of the foam, deliberately coaxing her sexy little moans, almost teasing her for having teased him. 
‘Gerard liked it,’ he said. ‘Seemed to, anyway.’
‘Did you?’ she asked. ‘Did you like it?’
He smiled, ‘I like it both ways.’
‘You like this,’ she pointed out, ‘You like shaving it.’
She wasn’t a mind reader, he was wearing only his boxer shorts. His erection gave the game away completely. 
‘I guess so,’ he said. 
‘Why?’
Carefully he shaved around her sex, tugging gently on her pussy lips to get all the little hairs. ‘I don’t know…’ he said, searching for a reason. ‘Because it’s so personal, I think. So intimate. Because it’s… kinda hot to think I’m helping get you ready for some other guy…’ 
He stretched up to kiss her mouth, and his hand pressed against her pussy, stroking her with the aid of the white creamy lubrication. 
‘So you wouldn’t be interested in shaving my pussy if we hadn’t extended my Hall Pass to cover other weddings?’ she asked. 
‘Oh, I probably would,’ he grinned. ‘But this is just an added level of hotness.’
Now he was shaving her in a mixture of shaving foam and her own slippery juices. He was making sure to nudge her clit every opportunity he had, and as he finished up around her pussy, he had two fingers inside her.
By the time he was done, and splashing water onto her to clean off the residues of the foam, her quiet moans had already turned into out-and-out panting. When he came to verify how perfect his shave was by stroking her smooth skin with his mouth, chewing gently on her folds, slipping his tongue inside her dripping pussy, her panting had turned to intense gasps and cries.
But there he left her, on the edge.
‘Wait, you’re not going to finish?’ she demanded, astonished at his timing.
‘You have to get in the shower, right?’ he laughed. ‘And I have to get dressed and put the suitcase in the car.’ 
‘But… what about… that?’ she said, climbing off the bathroom counter, gesturing toward his monumental erection.
He smiled, ‘I’ll be okay.’
‘What about this?’ she said, lifting a leg onto the side of the bath to show him her soaking pussy. ‘You’re just going to leave me like this?’
He laughed. ‘You’ll have to get someone else to deal with it,’ he said. And when her hand slid over her mound, he added, ‘And no cheating—no quickie masturbation in the shower.’
‘I was just making sure you covered everywhere,’ she protested. 
But she did what he asked. He liked taking his wife to a wedding while she was insanely horny. Just as he had liked choosing her scandalously sexy underwear that morning, just as he had enjoyed deciding on which too-short dress she should buy at the mall the previous weekend. Just as he had enjoyed watching her putting on her makeup, particularly the scarlet lipstick that had seemed just a little bit too slutty to be entirely polite. 
Yet while Noah chose her look for the evening, it was completely up to Adrienne to choose the man who would end up kissing those lips, undressing her, delighting in the beauty of her completely shaved pussy, fucking her in that oh-so-sexy lingerie.
Suddenly these weddings were no longer simply a long flowery but slightly dull celebration of people who weren’t exactly Noah’s personal friends. They were all adventures in their own right. The glances among the pews before, and even during the ceremony, to assess the congregation for possible talent. The mingling among the crowd to locate men she might want to test on the dance floor, to confirm their single status.
The dancing, with its little rituals of flirtation and seduction, the nervous start, the confidence-building rhythm, the intimate swaying to the slow melodies, body pressing against body, and eventually lips pressing against lips.
Noah stood back on the fringes and watched her enjoying herself, and it was a game in itself to work out who she liked, who she would end up inviting upstairs.
‘Well, hello again.’
And of course, she would be here.
‘Hey, how are you? Addie never said you’d be here.’
The blonde. The one who had effectively started all of this.
‘I wasn’t sure I’d make it to this one,’ she said. ‘But you know… it’s still early days.’
‘Early days?’
‘Your wife still feels you might need a little company to help you through the night while she’s off with another dance partner.’
Ginny sitting there at the bar next to him, wearing another jaw-dropping dress. Making him feel guilty merely for looking at her, pushing him to turn his head straight to the dance floor to seek out the woman he loved. Adrienne locking her eyes on his, smiling ear-to-ear, giving him a reassuring nod to tell him it was all right for him to have some company of his own that night.
‘You can’t be at every wedding we go to,’ he told her.
‘No,’ she said, stepping to his wide now, slipping her arm around his waist as they watched Adrienne pulling her handsome dance partner into a passionate embrace. ‘But we can have a little fun when I can, huh?’
 
 
<<<>>>
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